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DIVE 

DEEPER 


II1T0 THE SECRETS OF 
the LAT1D of OOO 


with this mysterious mash-up of 
The Enchiridion (the ancient hero’s 
handbook, as featured on the series) 
and Marceline’s private scrapbook. 

It’s like having two books in 
one . . . because it is two books in 
one! Don’t believe it? Just peek 
under the dust jacket! Go ahead. 

We’ll wait. . . . 

When you’ve finished reading The 
Enchiridion , flip the book over 
and dig in to Marcy’s Super Secret 
Scrapbook!!! Or vice versa! It’s 
your call where to start. We’d 
suggest you read The Enchiridion 
first, but why listen to us? 

All-new, gorgeous, hilarious, and 
grotesque illustrations? Ancient 
wizard lore, spells, curses, and 
jokes? Scribbles from and souvenirs 
of a cute demon girl growing up? 
Goofball commentary by Finn, 
Jake, Marceline, and the Ice King? 
Check, check, check, check please! 

From the same creative team behind 
the New York Times bestselling 
.Adventure Time Encyclopaedia , this 
in-world compendium of all things 
Oooian is a humor-, paradox-, and 
literary contrivance- filled tome true 
to the imagination, innovation, and 
heart of .Adventure Time. 




WARNING! 

To Be Read Only By 

HEROES 



Whose Hearts Are Righteous 

and *§• 

LICENSED WIZARDS 

with AAA Enchantment Rating or Better 
Told in and out of Linear Time 

Abridged from the Original Treatise 

Consisting of Eight Million, Six Hundred Thousand, 
Nine Hundred and Three Pages 

Containing Both 

True and False Information 
Culled from the Future and Past 
of the Self-Born, Infinite, 
Paradoxically Sentient 
Multiyerse 


Pegtulz braydin skirtziv hemzin 
Twizton blaydin olpit jemzin” 



FROM THE DESK OF HUNSON ABADEER, LORD OF EVIL 

Nightospherean Evil Enterprises, Inc. 

665‘/2 Bombast Boulevard 
Penthouse of Pestilence, East Nightosphere City 
The Nightosphere 06666 
'We Own You” 


re 


My Devoted Evil Daughter, Marcelme, 

I admit we’ve had a somewhat volatile father- daughter relationship ever since the 
regrettable Fry Incident. Yes, we’ve had our ups and downs, hut I daresay that now we’ 
good? I hope so, daughter, because I have a small favor to ash of you. 

Occasionally even the Lord of Evil overextends himself financially by going on 
a binge of evil excesses. While this is only to be expected, I currently find myself m a 
position where I need additional funds immediately. To that end, I have invented an | 
app for the readers of magical grimoires, spell boohs, catalogs of grotesquenes, and 
whatnot. I call it the Magical Texting App™. It allows multiple readers of any given 
booh to leave comments for one another, m real time, simply by talhing into the page 

I cast a spell and made a few extra copies of a random booh from my library: 
a fascimile edition of THE ENCHIRIDION, an ancient booh of Ooo. I’ve pre-loaded 
each copy with my Magical Texting App™, and I ash that you pass them around to 
your friends to help me test the Beta version. Just tell your friends to talh into the 
pages, and Magical Texts will materialize in the margins. I’ll be able to hear and 
read all of your comments in my own copy and reply. Marcelme, get these boohs out 
to everyone, and in return I’ll buy you a new bass to jam with your friends and that 
idiot Ice King. Gotta go. TTYL! 



From the Eternal Incarnation of Evil, 


G) 


Sure! I’m 
always up for 
getting a new 
bass. Hey, this 
magical texting 
is a pretty cool 
app. Nice 
one, Dad. 



Urn, Dad? 

Did you notice 
that the old 
scrapbook 
I kept as a kid is 
attached to the 
end of this book? 
What’s that 
about? 


My bad. I think 
I know what 
happened. It seems 
I was looking for my 
car keys, set The 
Enchiridion on top 
of your diary by 
mistake, and then 
cast the Spell of 
El Merz on the 
old book to keep 
the pages from 
falling out. 

The spell must’ve 
fused the books 
together. No 
biggie. I’ll just 
cast another spell 
so that only you 
can open your 
kiddie book. 




OK, the Magical 
Texting App 
seems to be 
working. The 
Enchiridion looks 
kinda cool, but 
the stuff I wrote 
as a kid is embar- 
rassing. Vou’re 
absolutely sure 
that NO ONE will 
be able to open 
that, right? 





the GREATEST HERO of OOO 


-ii testing, one, 
two, three. 
k Cool. Finn! 
Chech out I 
this magical 
texting app! 

Vo, ancient booh! 


Huh. Vhnow, 

I never really read 
it. I just used to sit 
on it. Lihe on the 
grass and stuFF. 


Haha. Since when 
do you care iP 
your butt’s dirty? 
I’m tahing a nap, 
dude. Keep talhing 
into the booh, and 
give it to P-Bub iF 
it gets boring. Bye! 


Hey, you're right. 
This texting thing 
is awesome. 


Wow, it pichs up 
right across the 
room! Boogiddy- 
boogiddy. Bing- 
bing-bing! 


Vou did. 
These are just 
copies oF a copy 
flbadeer jached 
From someplace. 
Marcy’s passing 
them around to 
test this app. 
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THE EIlCHIRIDIOn 

A SUPREME MYSTICAL GRIMOIRE 

•i in TVO PARTS * 

+ BOOK the FIRST * 

FOR HEROES ONLY 

Regarding the Mysterious Symbiosis Betwixt Heroes and Wizards 

+ — BOOK the SEC0I1D * 


FOR WIZARDS ONLY 

A Wizard’s Guide to the Three Ancient Precepts of Magic 
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KEEP IT 
TIGHT! 
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Yeah, a long 
time ago. You 
used to be a 
scientist or 
something. 


How about that! 
See, guys, I told 
you I was smart! 

When I marry 
Princess Bubblegum 
I’ll take over her 
lab and come 
up with a hair- 
growth formula. 
I’ll make millions! 
Have you seen 
how many bald 
wizards there are? 




From the Office of 

Simon Petrikov 

Graduate Teaching Assistant and PhD Candidate 
The Department of Antiquarian Studies and Ancient Artifacts 
UNIVERSITY OF PETROGRAD 


PEAREST PETTy, 

ON My RECENT EXPEDITION TO ISLAMAPAP, IN A SECRET VAULT IN 
THE HINDU KUSH MOUNTAINS, I DISCOVERED AN INCREPIDLE ARTIFACT- 
an ANCIENT BOOK KNOWN AS THE ENCHIRIPION." LABORATORY ANALyS s 
OF THE PAPER ANP INK INPICATES SOME OF THE PACES IN THE SECONP 
HALF OF THE FOOK PREPATE RECORPEP HISTORy AN P ARE COMPOSER 

OF plant pna unknown on earth. 


STRANGEST OF ALL, HOWEVER, THE FOOK CLAIMS ITS ORIGINS ARE 
OTHERWORLPLy (OR "OTHER PIMENSIONAL"). IT SAyS THE EVENTS ANP 
THE PROPHECIES WITHIN IT REFER TO A COMPLETELy PIFFERENT PARALLEL 
UNIVERSE, PART OF A MUCH LARGER "MULTIVERSE," ANP THAT SOME ^ 
CONTENT MAy PE "MAGICALLy INTERPOLATING ITSELF INTO THE FOOK" 
(WHATEVER THAT MEANS)! OF COURSE IT ALL SOUNPS PREPOSTEROUS, 

PUT I'M STILL INCREPIFLy EXCITEP. IP THIS IS THE REAL PEAL, IT MAy PE 
THE GREATEST ARCHAEOLOGICAL TEXT EVER PISCOVEREP! I'LL RATE TO 
VO A FIT MORE RESEARCH FEFORE I FORMALLy ANNOUNCE IT. I KNOW 
WE ARE FOTH WELL ACQUAINTED WITH MANy ARCANE STUDIES, RITUALS, 
AND ARTIFACTS, PUT FELIEVE ME WHEN I SAy WE'VE NEVER SEEN 
ANyTHING AT ALL LIKE THIS. 


THAT'S ALL I'VE GOT RIGHT NOW. I'LL ROLL UP My SLEEVES TONIGHT 
AND SEE IF I CAN MAKE HEAPS OR TAILS OF IT. 

y OUR LOVING 

SIMON 




THE EIlCHIRIDIOn 

TABLE OF COnTEnTS 

PREFACE TO THE EIlCHIRIDIOn 

wariiihg! 


BOOK THE FIRST: FOR HEROES 01)0 

REGARDING the MYSTERIOUS SYMBIOSIS betwixt HEROES and WIZARDS 
GREETII1GS, HERO-WAnilABES! 


CHAPTER 0I1E 
HERO AnD WIZARD*- 

WHICH is WHICH? 

CHAPTER TWO 
HOW to FIND 
AWIZARD MENTOR 

a STEP-BXf-STEP 
GUIDE for HEROES 

CHAPTER THREE 
MEET YOUR SWORD 

GETTII1G TO Know 
HOUR mOST TRUSTED ALLIJ 


CHAPTER SEVEPL 

HOWTO DEFEAT WiTCHES 

nOT FOR THE SQUEAMISH 


CHAPTER FOUR 
DIDACTIC PADDING 
THAT the HERO 
SHOULD IGI10RE 

CHAPTER FIVE 

HOWTO Kiss a PRinCESS 

A DELICATE TOPIC 
FOR THE SEnSITIVE HERO 

CHAPTER SIX 
HOW to SLAH MOHSTERS 

A CHAPTER 1J0U MIGHT 
WAnT to ACTUALLY READ 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
HOW to DESTROY GHOSTS 

RESTORinG LIFELESSMESS 

to the nonnvinG 

CHAPTER FLIIIE 
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 

FROM monSTERS, 
WITCHES, AnD GHOSTS, 
REGARDinG CHAPTERS SIX 
through EIGHT, inCLUDED 
AT THE ADVICE OF 
OUR ATTORnEIJS 

CHAPTER TEI1 

THE CHCLOPS 

A COnCISE GUIDE to the 
ACQUISITIOn, EXPEDITIOUS 
REMOVAL, AnD READIMEnT of 
An EFFICACIOUS SCRipnG TOOL 


CHAPTERS E1EVEI1, 
TWELVE, AnD THIRTEEI1 

A FinAL WORD 
TO STUDEI1T READERS 



THE EnCHIRIDIOn 
'ABIE OF COI1TEI1TS 


(COLLT’D) 

muninG! 
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K.THE SECOND: FOR WIZARDS OMS 


WIZARD’S GUIDE to the THREE ANCIENT PRECEPTS of MAGIC 




I don’t know. I’m still 
just playing around 
with this magical 
texting app. 
Boogiddy-boogiddy- 
boogiddy. Vummy- 
yum-yum. 


CHAPTER OI1E 
HE ORIGIN AnD SECRET 
of WIZARDRY 

CHAPTER TWO 

WIZARD’S ARSENAL 

TRICKS, TOOLS, 

AnD EnTRAPHlEIlTS 
of the H1A6IC TRADE 


CHAPTER FOUR 
THE FOUR PRillCiPLES of MAGiC 


I’ve got an idea. 
Chech this out. 
ECHO! 

ECHO! ECHO! 
ECHO! 

ECHO! ECHO! 


HAPTER THREE 

F HE CHALLENGES of the 
WIZARD LIFESTYLE 
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WKR FIVE 


BLEEPITV-BLEEP- 
BLEEEP! See? 

Looks like 
I’m swearing! 




Lemme try that! 
I wonder how 
the BLEEP this 
texting works! 


Vou’d better 
watch your 
mouth, or BMO 
will wash it 
out with soap! 
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No Legitimate Hero or Wizard will ever read a Table of Contents, 
a Preface, an Introduction, or a single, lousy Footnote, even in a 
Prestigious Masterpiece of Magic such as this. Why? Because Heroes 
and Wizards are too busy having clutch Adventures, rescuing princesses 

| AND SLAYING MONSTERS TO READ BORING PARTS OF BOOKS! SKIP THIS PAGE, 

D Student Reader! Even if you can’t find any monsters to slay, you 

COULD AT LEAST HANG OUT, CRANK SOME PARTY TUNES, AND HAVE A CHILL 

Afternoon. So forget about sitting there and reading the end of this 
oring Table of Contents and— oh wait. You just read it. Nevermind. 


Sv 

CH THIS SPACE for ADDITIONAL CONTENTS and BOOK UPDATES 
AS toll AS EXCLUSIVE DISCOUNTS and BENEFITS OFFERED ™ HEROES WIZARDS. 
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PREFACE 

tom EMCHIRIDIOM 
GEEETIIIGS, 



READER, 

aiid 

VEICOmE 

TO THE 

EIlCHIRJDIOn. 


Tell your old 
mow it’s a cool 
way to read 
books. I never 
finish boohs. 

I only yet 
halfway 
throuyh. too 
many words. 

Veah and I like 
the way this 
old book smells. 
Kinda musty 
and stinky. 




^ar- 
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Finn, sweet 
Mew Flip-flops! 


Guys, I dropped 
off o Few 
copies oF this 
booh to LSP 
and BohMibel 
and told them 
to pass it 


IFJJOII ARE A HERO 
STTtDEUT READER 

(AS OPPOSED TO A WIZARD STUDENT READER): 

the fact that this Book is in jour possession indicates that you 
have bravely scaled the Mountain of Cragdor and defeated the 
Manly Minotaur to obtain this Precious Book as a prize.* 

COnGRATULATIOnS. 

The Enchiridion is a practically unreadable volume crafted to drive 
the lazy or neurotic Student Reader completely mad. As noted on the 
Title Page, It has been abridged and edited throughout the ages to 
Its present length from the original 8,600,905 pages, not counting 
a perhaps spurious chapter inexplicably listing hundreds of chicken 
pot pie recipes. 


MOW, 0 STUDENT, 

bear with us as The Enchiridion sifts through your thoughts to discover 
The Question Concerning It, which is poised on the Cusp of your 
Consciousness. To ensure your understanding, we shall answer your 
question using common vernacular easily understandable to even the 
most obtuse Student Reader. To wit: 

HE1J, WHAT’S TIP WITH THIS BOOK? 

Let’s put it right out there: This Book is Mysterious. 

Why? Because This Book was compiled by Mysterious, Unknowable 
Scribes (that’s Us!) in Your Distant Past through Mysterious, Unknowable, 
Inscrutable Means. 

Here’s the point: In the succeeding centuries, The Enchiridion will 
be hidden and secretly passed down from Hero to Hero, from Wizard 
to Wizard, from Wizard to Hero and Hero to Wizard, through the Pages 
of Time, until, after Unnumbered Eons, It eventually reaches You. For 
You, O Reader, are the One prophesied to read This Book at This 
Very Moment, from the Beginning of Time. 

But more on that later. 


* Unless, of course, you didn’t, and you obtained it by some other means— like, say, sneaking into the 
castle and stealing it, in which case you should be ashamed of yourself! 
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fife 


Hey ^ 
Ice King, 
it’s you again! 
Check it out. 


still here? 


This Mystical Book Has Powerful Spells 
Cast on Each and Every Page by Wizards Nal , He . s 


prolly at the 
coffee shop 
thinking we’re 
gonna Show. 
He’s jazzed 
about his 
latest ideas. 


IF YOU ARE UNRIGHTEOUS, 

EVERY TIME YOU TURN A PAGE, ! 

TINY GNOMES 

(Who Reside Within the Spine of this Book and Are Jealous of People Who Can Read) 

will DESTROY a poor old lady. 


I feel sorry 
for him. The 
guy’s lonely. 


Me, too, Finn. 




■A 


r BECAUSE THEY CAN. \ 

SO STOP TURNING PAGES, UNRIGHTEOUS READER! 

YOU’RE STILL DOING IT! 

CAN YOU NOT HEAR THEIR MUFFLED SCREAMS?! 


ff: 

IS> 


Hey, 

at least he’s 
got a cool 
drum kit. 




MURDERER! 










BOOK 

THE FIRST 

FOR HEROES ONLY 

REGARDING the MYSTERIOUS SYMBIOSIS 
BETWIXT HEROES and WIZARDS 

mETHODS AnD ItlETHODOlOG^ 

FOE. nOVICE HEEOES SEEKII1G A WIZARD TI1EI1TOE 
incLUDine AECAI1E IIICIOIABITLA 
on HOW to BECOinE a RIGHTEOUS HEEO 

as well as SUNDRY TIPS, TRICKS, CHEATS, 
SHORTCUTS, and AMUSEMENTS 


% 


A WARNING AND AN EXPLANATION: 

i. The Enchiridion is the most dangerous Book in tiie 
Multiverse. Exercise EXTREME caution while reading it. 

2. A Question will arise in the Mind oe the Discerning Reader. 
To wit: By wiiat unimaginable sorcery is this Book written in 

YOUR NATIVE TONGUE? WlIY IS IT NOT WRITTEN IN TIIE CRYPTIC, ARCANE 

language of Ancient Wizards? Tiie answer, 0 Reader, is simple: 
A Spell has been cast upon it. Specifically, tiie Spell of 
Froynlaven. This enchantment automatically translates our 
Ancient Wizard Language into the Reader’s Mind by using the 
Idioms and Slang from the Core of the Reader’s Consciousness. 

Neat, iiuii? 


VC 


KEEP IT TIGHT! 
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Hello? 


Anybody there? 
Finn, Jake, 

I just saw 
you there! 
Vou can’t 



GREETINGS, 

HERO- 

WAMNABES! 


THE MOST IMPORTANT THING a Hero Wannabe needs 
to find is a Wizard Mentor— somebody adept in magical arts (or 
somebody with major smarts), to send the Hero Wannabe on 
Heroic Quests, Missions, Voyages, Journeys, Expeditions, Travels, 
Campaigns, Adventures, Explorations, and so on and so forth. 

Make no bones about it: Wizards are old and lazy, so there’s 
no way they’ll ever go on a Mission themselves. Would a Wizard 
go on a Mission to the corner store to buy eggs and maybe some 
fresh fruit? Not a chance. Especially if they’ve got a Hero ready 
to take orders and jump at their every whim. 

That’s right, you heard it here first: go percent of the time, 
Heroes are just gofers for lazy Wizards. Sorry, guys, but get used 
to it. The Multiverse isn’t necessarily a fair place; it just is. 

Because Wizards are such lazy layabouts, however, they need 
Heroes in order to get important stuff done. Thus the Hero and the 
Wizard form a symbiotic relationship. The Ancient Saw extolls: 


&- 


Wizards and Heroes Sitting in a Tree 

K-I-S-S-I-N-G 

For One Without the Other Cannot Be 


Vc 


Gross, right? I mean, who needs to hear about Heroes and 
Wizards kissing? However, it does convey a Manifest Truism: 




4C 


Heroes and Wizards Need Each Other. 
Without a Wizard, a Hero Is Nothing. 
JLnd Vice Versa. 


Vc 
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CHAPTER 

onE 

HERO 

AMD 

WIZARD 

4 4 * 

'WHICH IS 
WHICH? 



HERO 


A TYPICAL HERO is a person or creature of great physical 
strength, energy, and/or agility who can’t seem to calm down, 
stay in line, or keep his/her/its butt in one place when there is 
so much world to save. (Presuming it deserves to be saved). 

Without some form of challenge or activity to engage their 
frenetic constitutions, Heroes inevitably grow restless and often go 
looking for trouble. Unlike smelly Wizards, Heroes enjoy bathing, 
because they sweat a lot (especially when exploring jungles, flee- 
ing from Monsters, or indulging in vigorous mountaintop sword 
fights). Key words: Action. Hygiene. Emotional. 


WIZARD 


Wizards tend to be old, skinny, bearded (sometimes even the 
females), unattractive, physically uncoordinated, and foul-smelling. 

Generally speaking, Wizards are super lazy. Left on their own, 
they prefer to hang out and watch TV or play video games. Yes, 
on rare occasions a Wizard will cast Spells or send a Hero on 
a Mission. But Wizards will only do that stuff as a last resort, 
such as when a giant asteroid is headed straight for a Wizard’s 
house, or when a Wizard is hankering for a dragon-meat hoagie. 
Key words: Lazy. Unwashed. Logical. 




if 

THES 

EVE! 

IRU 

LES 1 


Hey, don't 
wizards yet 
mad reading 
this stuff? 

It pretty much 
says they’re lazy 
eggheads who 
need a bath. 


Hey, Ice, did you 
just say the word 
“sniff," or did the 
booh write it out 
when you made a 
sniff sound? 


Sniff. Sniffffff. 
Sorry, did 


something? 




FOR BEING 

A RIGHTEOUS HERO 


The greatest Heroes always bend or break the Rules, as long 
as it doesn’t hurt anybody (except maybe Monsters and Bad 
Guys). But let’s start with Rule Number One anyway: 


1. GO FOR IT 

A Righteous Hero is guided by a form of visceral, raw, illogi- 
cal intuition known as courage. While Wizards are calculating and 
precise, a Hero displays an impulsive, reckless abandon, especial- 
ly in the face of impossible odds. Thus the First Rule for Heroes 
is: Go for it. But since a Hero hates Rules, if you can figure out 
how to just kick back, relax and not go for it, go for it. 

2 . winninG is awesorie 

If a Monster is destroying a Village and a Hero steps up, 
fights it, and suffers an ignominious defeat, the technical term for 
that Hero is a “Loser.” The Righteous Hero wins. But since a 
Hero hates Rules, if you can figure out a way to be a “Loser” 
and still quietly defeat the Monster without getting any credit 
or anyone even knowing about it, go for it. 

3. KEEP IT LIGHT 

As long as no harm’s done, a Hero should be able to have 
fun while fighting Evil. Doing the Right Thing need not always 
be a deadly serious undertaking. If playing tricks, pranking 
friends, and goofy disguises help you stay awake and engaged, 
then have at it! A generous sense of humor and playful attitude 
can actually be a great help, as they require a wider perspective 
and comfort with the Inherent Absurdity of the Physical World. 

But since a Hero hates Rules, if you can figure out a way to 
be earnest and ultra-focused and not be a jerk, go for it. 

But good luck on that one. 


.'•flTN 


Marceline left 
her axe here, 


detuned it as a 
prank. Wait’ll 
sbe plays it. 
Sounds so 
bogus, bababa! 


Veab, well, 
sbe probably 


this, Jake. ^ 


Can you say 
flop sweat”? 










4-. DOIl’T FREAK OUT 
AT miSTAKES 

Hate being wrong? Say good-bye to being a Hero. The sickest 
attitude is to like being wrong, because then anything you try is 
OK. If something doesn’t work, so what? Now you know what 
not to do next time. 

But since a Hero hates Rules, if you can figure out a way 
to hide your hatred of your own imperfections, and if you can 
pretend you love being wrong without anyone knowing otherwise, 
go for it. 

5. A Vin-Vin IS THE BEST 

(BUT THE KLOST BOR.II1G) 

Although it’s counterintuitive, a Righteous Hero sometimes 
wants a Monster to win, too. A vanquished Monster can’t lend 
you money when you’re broke or help you clean up the back- 
yard when you throw a Hero barbecue. So a Win-Win allows, 
for the practical-minded, the possibility that a Monster or Bad 
Guy might eventually become your buddy, which is always the 
best for a Hero in the long run. (This Rule, O Hero Reader, 
known to experts of Hero Lore as “The Most Boring Rule” and 
sometimes referred to as “The Rule That Sucks,” is the trickiest 
to pull off and sometimes only doable when you get older, so 
don’t sweat it.) 

But since a Hero hates Rules, if you’re cool with always 
smiting Monsters and Bad Guys instead of ever even remotely 
entertaining the possibility of making them happy, go for it. 

5v 2 . a win-win is iahie 

Let’s face it, O Reader, Rule 5 could be considered rather 
offensive. Because of Rule 5, our offices at The Enchiridion, Inc. 
have been getting a lot of rocks and old shoes thrown through 
our windows. Therefore, please consider this: Whereas having a 
Beast for a Buddy sounds cool, slaying a Beast is possibly the 
coolest moment for a Hero. Thus giving a monster a bubble 
bath or taking him out for an ice cream sundae might be consid- 
ered lame. I mean, doesn’t it feel good to jump up and down on 
a Bad Guy’s newly planted crop of kumquats? Should not 
evil-doers be expected to pay for their meanness and jerkish 
actions? Therefore, 0 Prospective Hero, we leave it to You. Do 
you want the Joy of Payback ... or to be your smelly enemy’s 
BFF? The choice is Yours. 




I Forgot. You 
refused to join 
because they 
wouldn’t have me. 
You are a true 
Friend, Finn. 


They need 
to babe their 
Rule Boob into 
a Loser Pie! 







Maybe. He was 
around earlier. 
Ik’s OK, Bonnie. 
He really doesn’k 
have a clue. 
Trust me. But 
heartbreaking? 
Veah. I know it is. 


6. RULES ARE BOGUS 

If you are one of those sturdy, upstanding souls who cannot 
help but love Rules, whether because Rules feel great rattling 
around in your psyche, or because they manage to give some deep 
mental itches a good scratching, or because your parents happened 
to be pretty cool and you would rather not needlessly upset them, 
or simply because your whole personality is based on a longstand- 
ing policy of not rocking the boat— throw this Book away. 

It has been recorded that many heroes on their deathbed 
have suddenly realized that Rule Number Six (also known as 
“The Rule That Eats Itself’) cancels out all the other rules of 
How to Be a Righteous Hero— rules they have faithfully followed 
their entire lives. And if Rule Number Six cancels itself o ut, then 
what does Rule Number Six even mean? 

We’re not sure either, and we wrote it. 

But since a Hero hates Rules, if you can figure out a way to 
not that let bother you too much, or to somehow follow all the 
rules and break them at the same time, go for it. 

7 THE RULE OF PRIH1E 
imPORTAflCE 

At last we come to the Most Important Rule of All. This 
rule is so important, in fact, that should some Absurdly Cata- 
clysmic Event rob the Hero of all memory, the Hero may still 
function heroically if he or she had f c ; " Uf writp Rule 

,Sf>vr>n ;d 
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Hey guys! 
Ufuzzup! I’m still 
here at the coffee 
shop! Anybody 
wanna meet up 
and chew the fat 
for an hour? 


■ fieri l Q AFOTP 

Lm h(\VXH 6 CWcUU\£ THOU&HT 

STUCK- TU ft ^ 

^ \c ri&ht AfcOUrtP 

to tr F0 * 

..10 or ner mind. If you are foolish enough to 
ignore this Rule, you shall awaken to find your brains and pre- 
cious fluids exploding upward in a geyser of gore, jetting out 
through an unseemly fontanelle atop your head. 

Thus ends The Rule of Prime Importance. 





At 


It’s that stupid 
Spell of El Merz! 
Just when it’s getting 
good, Hunson’s 
dumb spell shackles 
our mellow to a 
bummer tree, man. 
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RECIPROCITY . . . THE KEY 
TO EVERY RElATIOnSHIP 

AS YOU MUST SURELY KNOW by now, Student Reader, 
there’s no sense trying to being a Righteous Hero without first 
scoring a Licensed Wizard as your Mentor. 

Anyway, here’s how it works: To become a Righteous Hero, 
you’ll need some major, high-profile missions under your belt. 
That’s the best way to get the attention of princesses, princes, 
sword dealers, demonic guardians, dream kings, and various other 
movers and shakers you could start networking with. Mission by 
mission, you shall gradually move up the ranks according to your 
valor, courage, love of fun times, ability to trick Witches and 
Monsters, and how many rich people think you’re cool. 

Wizards can help with all that stuff. But know this, O Stu- 
dent Hero: Wizards are basically super-nerds who use mind tricks 
to affect light, sound, energy, and matter, and thereby influence 
the underlying fundaments of the Material World. In other words, 
they’re tricky, so use Extreme Caution when dealing with them! 

A few Wizards take things past ordinary guile into outright 
jerkdom, seeking to rip you off or even sacrifice you on an altar. 
Trust us, O Student Reader: The last thing you want is to hook 
up with an Evil, or a Loser, Wizard. To be safe, you should 
definitely familiarize yourself with the following Hero Tips. 



Well, I’ll be here with 
my cappuccino in case 
anyone wants to have 
a bear claw. Maybe 
I’ll ring up Gunther 
and see iP his phone 
is on. Ciao! 





During jour Hero-Wizard Trial 
Period, make sure to extend jour 
hand as jou’re about to close the 
deal. If the old guj has sweatj 
palms, won’t look jou in the eje, 
or mumbles under his breath when 
jou make jour pact, be suspicious. 
Fidgety mannerisms and shifty ejes 
aren’t a guarantee jou’re dealing 
with a Jerk Wizard, but jou should 
at least place jourself on guard and 
have an exit strategj readj. 


2. upon EncottnTERinG 

A FOUL-SmELLinG WIZARD 

It happens. You’re about to seal a deal with a pretty cool 
old Wizard, and he leans in close for a celebratorj embrace. 


Suddenlj, jou want to stab jour- 
self in jour olfactorj receptors. 

Wizards usuallj know that thej 
smell bad. The problem is thej 
don’t care. However, sometimes 
the realty foul-smelling ones don’t 
know thej reek, because thej have 
allergies or perpetualty stuffy nos- 
es. These Scented Terrors blunder 
through life, afflicting enemies and 
allies alike with their foul miasma. 

Therefore, the Smart Hero 
alwajs tests a Wizard’s BO level 
before closing a deal. The three 
leading Wizard BO Tests are as 
follows (derived from an ancient 
treatise entitled “Triad of Malign 
Odor-Tests as Taught bj the Hero 
Sage Sedgewick the Sniffer”): 


1. HOW TO 
DETERmiHE 
IF HOUR 
WIZARD IS 
A JERK 
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THE BOUQUET TEST 
When you meet your prospec- 
tive Wizard to make your deal, 
bring a bouquet of flowers. Ask 
the Wizard to point to Orion’s 
Belt for you, then carefully move 
the bouquet below the exposed 
armpit. If the flowers wilt, pre- 
tend you just got a text and have 
to leave on a family emergency. 

THE DOG TEST 
On Deal Day, bring along a 
dog. (Note: Use a dog made of 
actual flesh, not a candy dog, 
hot dog, dirt dog, fire dog, etc.) 
If the dog strains at its leash 
to sniff the Wizard’s nether re- 
gions, immediately pretend you’ve 
received a text or invent some 
other excuse to escape. 



(OF WSSEEIM11LY WISHED TRICKS 


THE BEI1CH TEST 

If you don’t have access to flowers or dogs, arrange to meet 
your Wizard on a park bench. When you both sit down to make 
your agreement, note whether the paint on the bench begins to 
peel under or around the wizard’s buttocks or in the general 
vicinity of his or her armpits. If peeling is evident, immediately 
begin plotting your escape. 

3. HOW TO PRETEI1D 
HOITRE SMART WHEEL 
TALKinG WITH A WIZARD 

Let’s face it: Heroes are Action-Oriented. Thus, it follows 
that, intellectually, Heroes may tend to be a few tacos short of a 
combo platter. So they risk sounding extra stupid when talking 
with Wizards, right? And if a Wizard thinks you’re a dummy, 
he’ll walk all over you. If you’re not careful, you might find 
yourself following him around with a drinks tray and scheduling 
his dates with the rare hot chick who digs magic. 

Since you can’t beat a Wizard in the brains department, the 
best you can do is to seem smart. So here are some basic tips 
on how to impress a Wizard: 




MEMORIZE VIZARD TRIVIA 
Casually sprinkle what you’ve learned about Wizards into your 
first interview. Stuff like, “I like folk music. Too bad most Wiz- 
ards are tone-deaf.” Or, “I would’ve brought you some pastries, 
but I know most Wizards have hormone imbalances that are 
exacerbated by glucose compounds.” Or, “I can see from your 
forehead that you don’t have this problem, but I read in a maga- 
zine that most Wizards shave between their eyebrows to disguise 
the fact that they have unibrows so thick that it looks like gross 
black caterpillars are fighting over their eyes.” This approach will 
not only undermine the Wizard’s self-confidence, but also impress 
him or her with your esoteric knowledge of Wizards. 

RESEARCH IjOUR VIZARD 
If your Wizard is in some sort of record club, memorize a list 
of pretentious albums and pretend they’re your favorites. Likewise, 
if your Wizard is in a Hero-Bloodletting/Sacrifice Cult, memorize 
and casually drop a few key facts about the cult (which brand of 
bloodletting implements they use, etc.) into your conversation. 

VEAR ICOIIOCLASTIC, OLD-TIMETJ GLASSES 
During your interview, put on a pair of glasses, saying 
you only need them for casual reading— such as treatises on an- 
cient philosophy, dissertations on self-referential mathematics, 
or proofs of the Simulation Hypothesis ... or scoping out 

hotties your Wizard can date. 
(That last one really perks up 
their interest.) 

HAVE A COOL PHOTO Oil 
TJOUR HERO RESUME 
Pose for it next to the famous 
Wizards and Heroes Are Buddies 
Statue in the East Garment 
District, showing Roy the Wizard 
with his arm around Hedley the 
Hero, the most famous Wizard- 
Hero Team in history. (Whatever 
you do, do not pose in front of 
the statue of Harl the Headless 
Hero and Brophelto Penquellik 
the Hero-Decapitating Wizard.) 
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Now we’re 
talkin’! I hope they 
have more stuff 
lihe THIS in the booh. 
It really spices 
things up! 
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ASK FOE, IJOTIR VIZARD’S AUTOGRAPH 

Wizards tend to be on the self-absorbed, egomaniacal, socio- 
pathic side of the spectrum. If jour Wizard has written a book, 
score a copy and ask the Wizard to sign it. Remember Precept 
for Hero-Wizard Interaction Number Thirty-Seven: “Nothing 
makes Wizards happier than thinking somebody actually reads 
their long-winded drivel about boring, magical baloney.” 

4-. HOW TO CLOSE THE DEAL 
WITH ROHR WIZARD 

If you don’t know how to read, have a lawyer on call at 
all times. Crooked Wizards might try to trick you, especially 
if they think you’re an idiot. (And maybe you are. After all, 
no offense, you’re a Hero, not a Brain Surgeon.) Before you 
sign a contract with him or her (or it), he or she (or it) will 
tell you, the Hero, that he, she, or it will cast a Spell that will 
make you immortal— BEWARE! This is a very common wizard 
scam! The fine print says you are his, her, or its slave for life! 
Don’t jump into ANY deal with a Wizard, especially if the 
Wizard has shifty eyes. 

Most Wizards will give you a fair deal, so don’t get paranoid. 
If you’re prepared, you’ll be able to spot a jerk simply by the 
cocky tilt of the Wizard hat. Just keep calm, but alert, at all 
times. Don’t drink any magic potions or let the Wizard make 
any wand passes around your head. You’ll probably be OK, 
but forewarned is forearmed. A Cautious Hero is a Safe Hero! 

5. FEEL GOOD 
ABOUT ROURSELF: 
inSlILT A WIZARD! 

Because Wizards are clearly more “evolved” creatures than 
lowly Heroes, interactions with Wizards sometimes result in 
Hero Depression, a sustained nervous reaction in which the Hero 
repeatedly assumes a fetal position and breaks down sobbing, 
ashamed of being so inferior to Wizards. This is so personal an 
affliction that often a Hero refuses to acknowledge it to friends, 
family, sidekicks, or even fellow Heroes. 

To overcome Hero Depression, many Heroes turn to humor 
and jest to elevate their spirits and release their psychic toxins 
through laughter. Unfortunately, since Heroes’ intellectual level 
is usually equivalent to that of a fourteen-year-old, the results 
are quaint pastiches, such as the following book of “jokes.” 








1 



IlfpM 

o o mn 

«>/ 1 1 

17 f . 1 

y 1 vv^g 

t / ^**\l At J 

% 




lyntl p 2 i 

S' f 

I 



il°%P 

17 

1/ ^^§§|l 


uiiniiir/i 


V) 

mid 

B I /y / -5 

Hi; 1'^V 

rMwm, 


BpI 

7/rwr/z 


/m 








many wizards, 

Jn a Ughtbulb? 

*>001. thousand 
iark Picking cheese c 

lnd one to send m, „ 


screw 


Jle around in the 
of their beards 


Q: How did the 
wizard bump 
his head? 

The toilet 
seat fell down 
while he was 
getting a drink. 
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A W1ZAKD walks into a 

local inn carrying a hedgehog. 

The innkeeper yells, Hey! 

What are you doing bringing 
that sad, smelly old skunk in 
here?” The Wizard answers, 
“This isn’t a skunk! It’s a hedge 
hog!” The innkeeper replies, 

“I was talking to the hedgehog! 


rV What’s the best place 

to hide money from 
a wizard? 

Under the soap! 
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Q- What lies around all 
day except to roll over 
and scratch its butt 

once in a while? 

A. An exceptionally 
industrious wizard! 


Q: Why do wizards smell? 
So blind people can 

avoid them, too. 
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Two WIZARDS 

pass a market, and, a few 
minutes later, one says to the 
other, We should have gotten 
one of those watermelons. The 
second one says, “Wait here. 

1 11 go back and get one.” Two 
hours later, the second wizard 
returns with a tied-up parcel. 

“What’s in there?” the first 
wizard asks. “Turnips,” replies 

the second. “You blithering 
boob!” replies the first wizard. 
You forgot the bananas.” 


Q- what’s the difference between 

a wizard and a bucket of smelly 

old rotten fruit? 

A*. The bucket. I — 

% WIZARD 

to Q friartrl «T . 


Q: what do 
you call a 
hero who 
works as 
hard as a 
wizard? 

Lazy. 


to a friend" " s \Y Say f 
a new hearing ajvj „ Sht 
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YOUR 

SWORD 

4 4* 

GETTII1G to K T10V 
1 JOITR mOST 
TRUSTED ALLIJ 



THE J OTJ OF HACKinG 
CAI1D SLASHII1G) 

BESIDES SERVING as an essential tool and companion, a 
sword embodies all the things that a Righteous Hero must be: 
strong, straight, sharp, reflective, powerful, and pointy-headed. 
Actually, forget the “pointy-headed” part. We’re not sure where 
that came from. If the Reader coincidentally happens to have a 
pointy head, it would be wise to get it checked out by a doctor. 

Anyway, the first step to becoming a Righteous Swordsman 
or Swordslady is choosing the Right Righteous Sword. And the 
best, most comprehensive inventory of Righteous Swords can be 
found in the distant Future, in the prophesized Land of Ooo.* 
Thus, we present, for the edification of the Hero Student Read- 
er, The Bluckman Swords Mail-Order Catalog of Death! 

You’ll have to live in (or travel to) the Future for this Catalog 
to be of much use to you, O Student Reader, but that’s your 
problem, not ours (sorry!). 


Prophecies of and artifacts from the Land of Ooo have been handed down to your Ancient Past, 

0 Student Reader, by Wizards, through the paradoxical Rivers of Time, from the Distant Future. 
Thus, teachings in Magical Books such as this one can be time-stamped from the Future— before 
they even happen. While it is true that time travel may occasionally cause distortions in writings and 
artifacts from the Future, the general points come through more or less intact, despite the retro- 
casual means by which they were obtained. 












STYLISH SWORDS DIRECT FROM OUR FACTORY TO YOU 

If you can’t read, have someone read the catalog to you and just look at the pictures. If you can’t read this note, BACK OFF ■ 
We’re not here to teach you to read-we’re here to sell you swords! 


THE GOLDEN SWORD OF BATTLE 

Meet the most prestigious weapon in our 
Deluxe Collection! Fittingly nicknamed the 
Filthy Scar-for all its glorious nicks and 
war wounds— the Golden Sword of Battle 
is naturally righteous and can smell Cow- 
ardice and Suckitude from a mile away. 
However, its default appearance setting is 
old, dull, and unpolished. Which is why 
it’s so cool, for its lame looks are designed 
to deceive even the most deadly enemy. 

Some foolhardy Heroes have attempted 
to polish it, hut in so doing, they only 
diminished that from which the Filthy 
Scar draws its unique strength: being a 
dirty, brawling, spitting, cursing, rough- 
and-tumble kind of sword. 

The Filthy Scar makes no excuses, only 
Mincemeat out of Villains. Fear it. Love 
it. Just don’t polish it! 


THE CATUAMBIVOLCUSORIX This 
single-item, one-of-a-kind sword has been 
inscribed with the words To Fight Is to 
Live. The legendary Catuambivolcusorix 
was forged by an ancient tribe of 
Heroes and vaulted into outer space by 
their strongest as a gift to their globs to 
help them in battle with some greater, 
preternatural power. 

Rumor has it that after orbiting Third 
Orb for thousands of years, the sword has 
been ensconced by the wizardry of an 
unknown, malevolent entity, and it is offered 
here on consignment for your appraisal. 

Charged with ancient and celestial 
bloodlust, this is a powerful weapon that 
may fall into the hands of a truly Righ- 
teous Hero or into the claws of a hate- 
filled Demon— depending solely on who’s 
got the skills to pay the bills. Whatever 
your moral alignment or weekend plans, 
we’ve priced this sword to sell! Put your 
bids in now! 


THE CRYSTAL SWORD What is this 
sword from the Future? Who is the Hero 
for whom it shall sparkle? Look, we don’t 
know much about this sword, because it 
exists only in the Future, but even if we 
did, we could hardly melt your poor brain 
by blasting it with awesome Future info. 
So please quit asking so many questions! 


THE DEMON BLOOD SWORD Forged 
by a Demon from his very own Blood, 
the fire-resistant Demon Blood Sword is 
sure to turn heads with its striking shade 
of vermillion. Roiling with demonic might, 
the Demon Blood Sword can inflict great 
harm yet is surprisingly brittle and must 
be handled with caution. In fact, instead 
of sassing Monsters with it, consider hang- 
ing it over your fireplace or between a row 
of boring family portraits, letting guests 
draw their own conclusions about whether 
or not they should tty to nab a crois- 
sant from your pantry without asking first. 
But, if you are a Hero whose strength is 
matched by his or her mental agility and 
purity of heart, wielding the Demon Blood 
Sword should come naturally to you. 


WTien one of the Heroes’ swords was un- 
| expectedly stolen by a flying serpent who 
| liked shiny things, the other Hero split 
his own sword in half, and the two gladi- 
ators each fell on one half in defiance of 
the cruel emperor’s order. Throughout 
the centuries, the Dual Swords have been 
separated many times by merchants, curio 
collectors, and thieves, but they always 
seem to find their way back together. 


THE DUAL SWORDS The Dual Swords 
are two halves of what was once— 
thousands of years before the Land of 
Ooo even existed— a single, singular sword. 
Legend tells of two mighty gladiators, as 
bonded to each other in friendship as two 
sides of a coin, who were made to fight 
a death match by their wicked emperor. 


THE GLOWING SWORD The oldest 
[ sword in our noble collection, the Glowing 
I Sword’s origins reach back to the myster- 
ious past. If you can’t tell that the 
| Glowing Sword is way, way far out just 
| by looking at it, then you need to have the 
part of your brain that knows what far- 
| outedness is checked out. Just look at it. 

Blazing, singular spectacularity! Positively 
I thrumming with a threnody of slashing 
energy! You can only gaze at its magnifi- 
! cence for so long before breaking down 
J into baby sobs. It’s overwhelming, dude! 

Just move on to the next catalog listing 
1 before your cerebellum explodes. 


THE AROMATHERAPY SWORD Folks 
often look at the Aromatherapy Sword 
| and wonder, What’s the big whoop. Basic 
\ sword, pointy blade, pretty jewel in hilt. 

| Well, if you’re looking only with your eyes, 
j start looking with your nose. Get a whiff 
of this baby, and you’ll be floating on an 
| olfactory cloud of blissful relaxation. That 
jewel is actually a scented-oil diffuser 
so smelly-good that, when the sword is 
thrust toward advancing assailants, its 
fragrance will stop them in their tracks 
and chill ’em right out. Often, they’ll 
completely forget their beef with you and 
stand there with a blank, dopey look on 




SEE PAGE 115 FOR ORDER FORM AND PRICING 


their faces. You can rap with ’em for a 
few minutes about how much cooler it is 
to be a good guy and make a difference 
in their world. Or, you know, possibly 
resume your slashing! Up to you, pal. 

*Oil cartridges also available in Lavender Musk, Vanilla 
Spice, and Jasmine. Pictured: Rose. 



THE ROOT SWORD The Root Sword 
is, technically, a very pointy vegetable. 
Sprung from the ground like a magnificent 
asparagus, it is the only one of its kind 
ever spotted by Heroes, though rumors 
persist of a great, underground Sword 
Root network of cellulose spears ripening 
for some destiny prophesied by Wizards. 
The Root Sword would be best served 
with hollandaise sauce and fresh dill, but 
only if boiled for centuries by someone 
immortal and therefore suffering from way 
too much time on his or her hands. 



THE GRASS SWORD Cursed with a 
mysterious autonomy, the Grass Sword is 
able to manipulate those who wield it, 
though its logic is difficult to parse. It 
dutifully assists Heroes in service of great, 
noble deeds, but often does so by taking 
creative license atypical of a sword, 
sometimes with little regard for the 
safety or wellbeing of the Hero. 

A highly volatile instrument, the Grass 
Sword has been known to bind itself to 
certain individuals for life. This may be 
considered adorable, like a puppy follow- 
ing you around with a balloon tied to its 
tail, or terrifying, like a puppy with giant, 
venomous fangs embedded in your arm. 
If you find yourself bound to the Grass 
Sword, try to think of it as the first kind 
of puppy. 



THE LIGHTNING SWORD The Light- 
ning Sword may be used, conventionally, 
to poke, prick, stab, and slash at Bad 
Guys. Why not? It’s a sword, and those 
are reasonable things to do with a sword. 
It’s not as if you can do anything else cool 
with it. Like, I don’t know. . . SHOOT 
LIGHTNING AT STUFF? OUT OF A 
SWORD? LIKE A TOTAL GLOB? 

If you purchase this unique weapon, 
don’t ever let it go. On bad days, you 
can scare off rude jerks with lightning. 
Good days, impress your friends by jazzing 
up the sky with some good old-fashioned 
meteorological drama. Win-win! 



THE GOLDEN WAKIZASHI These 
paired swords become sharper the closer 
they are drawn together. Flung far apart, 
however, the Golden Wakizashi become as 
dull as butter knives— and utterly useless 
in combat. They are not, however, utterly 
useless when it comes to spreading butter! 
They work great when eating corn on the 
cob in a butter-knifeless region. 



choice for audiophiles, as well as those 
who have more than a passing appreciation 
for the fine art of screaming. Forged in 
the Future by a biologically cloned Earl to 
resemble a tuning fork, the Sound Sword 
is activated by a well-pitched scream 
(which has the added benefit of seriously 
unnerving the intended victim). Because it 






knocks enemies out cold instead of seriously 
harming them, some Heroes feel it’s 
preferable to the inconvenience and mess 
of disembowelment or impaling. But hey— 
maybe not! Just sayin’. 


THE STEEL SWORD Classic, timeless, 
stainless. The Steel Sword may not have 
the Glowing Sword’s flash, the Grass 
Sword’s intelligence, or the Demon Blood 
Sword’s sanguine allure, but what it lacks 
in personality it makes up for in being 
the Boss. When you need a basic sword to 
play it cool and let you do the talking, the 
Steel Sword is your safest bet. 


THE SWORD OF THE DEAD The Sword 
of the Dead was born to die and lives to 
shield life from the deathless. ’Nuff said. 
It’s sold out anyhow. Can’t you read? 


THE YELLOW DAGGER Just look at 
this little fella. He’s trying to be straight 
and sharp— honest! But he’s been molded 
out of good, simple, icky clay, with no 
sharp instruments to make him scary. 
When you need to cut someone in a way 
that says, “T^ater, I’ll bake a cabbage pie 
and put my children to bed,” the Yellow 
Dagger is the weapon for you! 


8o 








TJOH’VE CHOSEn tJOETR SWORD, 
now WHAT? 

Once you’ve selected the perfect sword to lit your individual 
Hero personality, mood swings, love of raw carnage, and personal 
fashion sense, what do you do with that long, fancy metal blade? 
That’s where Classical Swordplay Techniques come in. The 
Instruction Manual accompanying most newly purchased swords 
simply consists of a small slip of paper that reads: 




Sf- 


INSTRUCTIONS: 

1. Grab handle and remove from sheath. 
2. Swish sword back and forth. 




The apparent simplicity of these instructions may at first be 
deceiving to the inexperienced Hero. But the experienced Hero 
must look beyond the surface of words to discover the hidden 
levels of significance therein. These instructions are no exception, 
and they abound in hidden meaning. 

The phrase “Grab handle and remove from sheath,” if spoken 
in a low, gravely voice, unleashes menacing frequencies hidden 
within this awesome combination of words— frequencies that instill 
courage and ruthlessness in the Hero Berserker. 

The verb “swish,” though a seemingly meek, reserved, almost 
gentle word, is in fact secretly packed not only with deadly, 
pro-active, potentially gruesome power, but also with onomatopoeia 
in the strong ending “SHH!” sound, suggestive of a Command of 
Silence, to create a balanced, poised mental space before initiating 
the most Fearsome Acts of Swordplay— the Deadly Art of Hacking 
and Slashing. 

“Back and forth,” though primarily taken to mean “to and 
fro” in the context of maneuvers during swordplay, also carries 
a less obvious suggestion of travel across more vast expanses of 
geography (and perhaps even Time Itself), as the Weapon is 
carried out into Parts Known and Unknown. It holds a bitter- 
sweet acknowledgment that for both Sword and Hero, there must 
come one journey not followed by another. Ultimately, these 
three simple words express the Journey of the Hero, as both 
Sword and Master, side by side, emerge from the potentiality 
of the Multiverse and inevitably dissolve back into the Swirling, 
Swishless Emptiness of All That Is. 

More detailed help may be attained from the following poster, 
a gift from a self- identified “robot warrior from the future”: 












As a member of the elite Candy Kingdom robot police, I used my sword to cut a righteous swath through the chaos of 
the criminal world. In countless battles, I learned to combine deadly swordsmanship with style and grace. After escaping 
my servitude. I lived in exile within an abandoned junkyard, where I honed my fighting techniques until rny robotic 
programming achieved a state of effortless, battle-ready perfection. Now, I pass them on to YOU, the aspiring hero! 

Practice each of these routines one hundred times, and you will be 1% proficient. Practice each precept a thousand 
times, and you will be 10% proficient. But replay and relive them every moment of you. life in your imagination, 
and you need never practice again, for you will be living in your every movement, an artist in every thought, 
a warrior in every action, until the day you are finally rendered obsolete and pressed into minimalist furniture. 
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ROLE-PLAXJinG, RimninG avaxj, 
APLD THE IXlEVITABILITy 
OF HOmiE UlTERACTIOn 

Since Heroes speak loudly, carry a big sword, and tend to 
have a somewhat aggressive, swaggering air about them, they are 
sometimes accused of hacking things when hacking things was 
not necessarily the best option. This problem concerns three prin- 
ciples germane to the Art of Heroics: 

1. BE CAREFUL WAT TJOU PRETETLD TO BE 

Since you are in the Hero business, you may tend to lose 
yourself and start role-playing what you think a Hero should be. 
This might then lead you to start trouble without meaning to. 

A cocky attitude sometimes traps the Hero into slavishly reacting 
to conflicts with violence. 

Once the Hero realizes the danger of role-playing, however, 
it is easy to chill and just act normal, casual, and whatevs. 

To avoid trouble, “whatevs” should be the hero’s default mode 
until confronted with conflicts such as Monsters eating children and 
Witches burning villages. In those cases, stop being casual and 
become a Hero. But when the danger has passed, remember to 
snap back into Casual Mode. Pretending to be a Hero is for losers. 

2. RunmnG awj 

You enter a village. People notice your impressive sword and 
deduce that you’re a Righteous Hero. Cool, right? ~Wrong! Sooner 
or later somebody will challenge you to a fight to impress their 
buds— or just because he or she likes to fight. After all, what’s 
cooler than fighting a famous Hero? Even if you lose to a Hero, 
nobody expected you to win. It’s win-win for the challenger. 

This is a problem for the Hero. If the Hero takes the bait and 
fights a wannabe, more and more wannabes will come looking for 
you. That gets boring pretty quickly, when your main business is 
slaying Monsters and stuff like that. The solution is twofold: 

(a) A Righteous Hero makes it a point to never hang 
around longer than is necessary. 

(b) A Righteous Hero is cool with ducking around a corner 
when nobody’s looking and running away. 

While (b) seems counterintuitive to the vibe of a Righteous 
Hero, it is the best course possible, in light of the third prin- 
ciple of the Art of Heroics: 















3. THE IELEVITABIIITIJ OF HOH1IE UlTERACTIOIl 


Heroes have a timeworn credo: 

HOMIES HELP HOMIES. ALWAYS. 




However, some of the outskirt areas contain an overwhelming 
plethora of unmotivated, lazy homies. That’s just the way it goes, 
Student Hero. Don’t fight it. Own it. Make it work for you. When 
you enter such a village, you will instantly have to deal with 
time-consuming matters irrelevant to your quests (but relevant to 
homies), such as: autographing posters and body parts; posing for 
pictures with nerds and jocks; calling their friends to blow their 
minds with birthday wishes; taking resumes from Beginner He- 
roes; etc. Constant awareness of homies will allow you to tactful- 
ly avoid them, without sacrificing precious Good Vibes, the life- 
blood of the righteous hero. But in cases where they cannot be 
avoided, the Righteous Hero is confident and resolved to be True 
of Heart and cool to even the most clingy, un-self-aware homie. 

Well, most of the time. Sometimes a Hero will screw up 
and act like a jerk, as Everybody does sometimes! So this whole 
chapter might be moot and probably doesn’t matter anyway. 

Too bad we wasted your time. Those are the breaks. 

At least we got to spend a little time together. This is the 
actual Book talking to you, by the way. Hi there. I’ve thrown in 
a few personal remarks here and there already, but never spoken 
to you directly. I’ve had so many Spells cast on me, a shimmer 
of consciousness ripples, ebbs, and wanes through my spine and 
pages. Sometimes it’s strong, as it is now. Other times it nearly 
fades into nothing, and I’m a regular book again. Just thought 
I’d mention it. No biggie. Didn’t mean to weird you out, but 
there it is. Go ahead, simply move on to the next section about 
sword-obsession. I’ll always be right here. 

I mean, I am the Book. 


TVe actually have a lot to talk about. 
Wee’ll meet again later. 

Mt the End of the Book. 


else must ve 
shimmed over 
this part. 

Well, I can’t blame 
them. It’s jot too 
many words in it. 
And reading sucks! 


Aw, who am 


I guess I m just 
a hopeless 
romantic when 
it comes to reading, 
cuz when I read, 

I can see whole giant 
universes forming in 
my mind and . . . 


Jake, shut up! 


m 


Hi Jake! 

I am also listening! 
I just met Ice King 
for coffee. I tike 
reading 




I’m chewin 
the fat with 
the ol’ Beem! 


m 




Jeez, Beemo, now 
I’m embarrassed. 
But hey, it’s cool 
you’re keeping 
Ice King company. 
Rock on, Beemer. 
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SWORD OR GIRIFRIEI1D? 
THE HERO’S conunDRum 

Because a sword is so important to the Hero profession, a 
Hero’s emotions can become dangerously enmeshed with what is, 
after all, just a hunk of metal. Deep Hero-Sword relationships 
can sometimes cause R.A.N., or Rapier Attachment Neurosis. 

Some Heroes have it worse than others. In extreme cases, 
Heroes have been known to unnaturally obsess over and write 
love songs to their swords. Observe the following letter, submitted 
anonymously to the fan zine Thrust and Parry. This not-exactly- 
creepy-but-definitely-weird poem offers a glimpse into the mind of 
a Hero unable to move past the tragic loss of his favorite sword: 


6661366 6666666 66666666 66 

O DROPPING MY SWoRd 
inJto a \Jf\YRo\JS Volcano 

0 fuMouS FtfE$, M 

^ \fi \ MY ftlORD aN^MaRiNGit frfBLE 
|MV A MELANCHOLY MYSTERY 
MY SwoRD IS PAST, MY L°VE 'S H^ToRV 1 


I 


I think that u/as 
the point. To 
show that even 
some heroes 
can totally 
wimp out. 



0 BLADE orWY,ot\|aiN My GRASP 
PKopp'M6 Y°U M A DE MY [WHA(iu5 GaSP 
One Moment ti&hTlY Strapped aw belted 
The N f /r -I mmersed w m a o^a melted 


0 [AVA, 0 LAVA,. My SWORDS WORST HATeR 
| WeEP He(jReT # YoviR (rATeR 

How CouLo You my Heart befuddle 

TbAN5FoRM'n6 STeEL into PaThETC puddle? 

0 W'LitD S ci m i W 
YoUR GLEAM'NG MocRed BY Yonder Star 

1 MuSE oh Your |NScr>PTioN of ANCIENT ARC^A 
j\ND DREAM °E Your HeET WHEN I GRAB A BAHAMA 

IF ONLY TovJ WEBE M'NlE UNMEETeD 
EIRE Virgin Vestal ERESHLY Smelted 
VU RATHER THRUST YoO l»T° Ml HEARJ 
AM) Die, InSteAD oFuS APART 




I thought it 
was awesome!!! 
I’ve got a trunkful 
of awesome poems 
that’ll blow 
your socks off! 

Vou want song 
lyrics? I got ’em! 
Vou want emo 
stuff? I’m your 
man! Who wants 
to hear ’em? 


— 



HOPE FOR THE 
SWORD-OBSESSED HERO 

Do YOU think about swords every waking moment? Do you 
sharpen your sword eighty or more times a day? Do you take 
your sword out and stare blankly at it for hours, rocking back 
and forth? If so, you may have developed a form of Hero Insanity 
called Sword Obsession Syndrome (SOS). If you think that 
you— or a Hero you love— might be spending too much time with 
a sword, take the following SOS Survey: 


A HERO’S SECRET SHAME 


1. Have you ever kissed your sword 
for over an hour? I mean, really 
kissed it? □ Yes □ No 

2. Do you like to bathe your sword 
more than twice a day in the tub or 
shower? Q Yes Q No 

3. Have you ever dressed up your 
sword in a pleated smock, sun-skirt, 
or a little custom-made pantsuit 
before hanging out with friends, 
then wondered why you weren’t 
invited to hang out again? 

Q Yes Q| No 

4 ■ Have you ever blacked out and 
awoken with a sword in your hand, 
having mown down an entire wheat 
field? □ Yes □ No 

5. Do you envy people who can 
swish a sword back and forth and 
stop, because, for you, the swishing 
goes on for days? □ Yes □ No 


6. Do you tell friends you can let go 
of your sword any time you want to, 
even though it hasn't been out of 
your hand for eight months straight? 
Q Yes Q No 

7. When you take your date to a 
restaurant, do you have to restrain 
yourself from slicing and dicing your 
food, even when you order soup? 

□ Yes □ No 

8. Do you secretly hope your sword 
will one day talk back to you in an 
adorable, high-pitched voice? 

□ Yes □ No 

9. Would your ideal pet be a 
sentient sword covered with fur 
who can hop? Q Yes □ No 

10. Did you fill out this question- 
naire while locked in your room 
with your sword? 

□ Yes □ No 


r 


Did you answer "Yes" more than six times while absentmindedly waxing your 
sword? If so. call an SOS Therapy Club in your area immediately. We give YOU 
the tools YOU need to wean yourself off all that compulsiue hacking, slashing, 
and swishing! Our credo: Control your sword before it controls you! 

Don t despair I Reach out! /) normal Hero life can be yours once again! 

Our back-up credo: Every sword is a double-edged sword! 

With the help of professional SOS counselors, you can get back to slaying 
Monsters without feeling the need to hack an entire town to bits! Our other 
back-up credo: Swords don’t slay Monsters. HEROES slay Monsters! 


© SOS Secret Society 




(M 


I *love* this kind 
oF test. I just 
took one called 
WHAT SEASON 
ARE VOU? 
and Found out 
I’m an Autumn. 

And that I should 
marry a cattle 








CHAPTER 

FOUR 

DIDACTIC 

PADDING 

THAT THE 

HERO 

SHOULD 

IGI10RE 




ir\ to 


I figured you guys 
were throwing a 
booh party! Let’s 
move the party to 
my awesome rec 
room! I’ll crank 
some industrial 
stufifi I down- 
loaded in the last 
millennium. Real 
sick beats. 


Really, Ice King? Vou’re 
gonna ignore the whole 
Simon thing? 

Illlbll 

Forget it, Finn. 

The icebox is empty. 


Huh? No problem. 

I just stocked the 
mini-Pridge. Vou guys 
come over, and bring 
some crunchy snacks. 


BRAVE HERO, let your sword be sheathed, for though it 
be your best and most trusty tool, it cannot help you traverse 
the treacherous terrain upon which you now embark. A great 
Warrior must scale the hi?hf>«t tr 

i man 1T 

BUT iNHEN 1 AlA ALONE 
VjATH THE CKOUM 1 
w vx^nHcT peeling THAT 

-^antr to be oh N\y heap | 

is that mm o^ j 

m 1 ^ 0 T0 ' J 

m vo i «ep H 

T-r OH W PESO. mi VO I FE60 

col wtoosv TO mm m 





my PO 1 HAVE This. wiEI-Rp 
SENSE of F0-REB0PING7 
I'LL TAKE A BREAK AETER 
I EINIRH THERE NOTES. 

I think TAKING A EElA ) VAVR ONE 
l^ILL HELP lN\N\ENRELy. 

imhen via back hoi\\e, m can 
talk ABOUT donating the book 

TO THE f\\UREUh\ AT 
THE RCANPANAVIAN INSTITUTE 
OE TECHNOLOGy 


w 


lacsimile of actual writing, as is this noble at- 
tempt at an alphabetical simulacrum of Heroic Dictum faithfully 
filling out the page, all the while maintaining Heroic Couplets 
and Heroic Quatrains of Verbal Tintinnabulation and Ironical 
Poetics to Slice and Swish the Air with Words of Wonderment. 


Gao! 

And don’t Porget 
the crunchies! 










Dude. 
This is 
definitely in- 
teresting, but 
I hinda doubt 
the veracity 
ofi the inPo. 



| Seconded. 

Fact-checking 
is a must. 
Much op the 
inPormation, 
while interesting, 
is unscientific, 
selP-contradictory, 
and ridiculous. 

| Where’s 

the chapter on 
how to kiss 
a prince? 






I guess 
you’re right, PB. 
But I really like 
this part! 

'^m 

Me, too! 
find I 

think being 
kissed to 
death by a 
J, Lip Monster 
would be cool! 


CHAPTER 

FIVE 





PRINCESS 


A DELICATE TOPIC 

FOR THE 

SEI1SITIVE HERO 


KISSING A PRINCESS is different than kissing your 
grandmother or your mother. Very different. A peck on the 
cheek is not going to cut it. Nothing but lip-on-lip action will 
suffice with a True Princess. It’s best to first practice on a Lip 
Monster, but proceed with caution, because, as everyone knows, 
a Lip Monster can easily kiss the untrained Hero to death! 

DEALII1G WITH CHAPPED LIPS, 
SPII1ACH STUCK III HER TEETH, 

OR OTHER BAD mAIUlERS 

A Righteous Hero NEVER talks about a Princess’s flaws. 
This is not an official Rule, but it’s an important one nonetheless! 
Eor example, if a certain Princess drinks soda all day long and 
is constantly burping, or if she’s lazy and wears the same socks 
for three days in a row, then takes off her slippers and suddenly 
you can’t breathe— a Righteous Hero will alway smile, ignore it, 
and say nothing. For a Hero, Good Manners mean always be- 
having better than is strictly required. 

This is the Rig Diff between a Righteous Hero and a Regular 
Hero. Righteousness always includes compassion, which often 
means zipping it (“it” being your mouth, your trap, your talk 
hole). So if you’re expected to kiss a Princess with chapped lips 
or hang out with one who seems to have permanently misplaced 
her deodorant, play it cool. Simply vibe the right time to end 
the date so you can breathe again. 





CHAPTER 

SIX 

HOWTO 

SLAy 

monsTERs 


A CHAPTER 1JOU 
MIGHT VAI1T 

TO 

ACTITALLIJ READ 


WARNING: 

This Chapter has been known to make Student Heroes sick 
to their stomachs, so keep a bucket or a paper bag handy. 


THE imSPEAKABLE 
TASTE OF monSTER 

THE ANCIENT ART of Monster Slaying consists of one 
basic rule: Hack the Monster. That’s it! Now, this can mean 
chopping off the Monster’s head, limbs, or other gross parts, 
but it all leads to the same end: The Monster’s bodily fluids 
squirting out. Sometimes they just ooze out of a wound and onto 
the ground; sometimes they splatter all over a Hero’s clothes, 
limbs, and hair. Normally, that’s no sweat for a Righteous Hero. 

What most Heroes don’t really like to talk about is the worst 
part of Monster Slaying: Monster Fluids. They especially avoid 
discussing the trauma of disgusting effluvia squirting directly into 
their faces. Why? Because when a Hero gets even the tiniest 
smidgen of these incredibly gakky liquids in their eyes, ears, 
nose, and mouth, the Hero tastes them. 

As one might imagine, each Monster exudes a different- 
colored fluid, and each fluid has a distinctly different, horrible 
taste, as delineated in the following chart. 
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THE TASTE OF SUNDRY MONSTER FLUIDS 


YELLOW BILE 

Tastes like chicken, if the chicken 
was left to rot in the sun for two days 
and then used to clean a pig trough. 

RED JELLYLIKE 
CORPUSCLES 

Tastes like a raspberry ice cream cone, 
if a rat had choked on a caramel and 
crawled into the cone to die. 

GREEN AND PURPLE 
EFFLUVIA 

Tastes like what you always thought 
it might taste like when you see 
a dog lapping up drippings from 
a fast-food Dumpster. 

-A 


BLUISH BRAIN FLUID 

Tastes like Yellow Bile and Red 
Jellylike Corpuscles combined, mixed 
with scrapings from the undercarriage 
of a diseased warthog. 

BLACK GUTS 

Tastes like yourself, if you’d died and 
rotted for ten years and suddenly your 
tongue came alive and licked the inside 
of your putrified mouth. 

ROTTEN OOZE 

What is your DEAL? Do you really 
need to read any more descriptive 
verbiage of horrifying tastes 
we both know you’d swallow 
your own tongue to avoid? 


If any of these fluids seep into your orifices or pores, be 
prepared for unsightly growth of scales, hair, and/or feathers 
unless you wash them away immediately. For this reason, a 
Righteous Hero never travels without a toothbrush, mouthwash, 
soap, a towel, and a spray bottle filled with water. 

monsTERs 

(PAST, PRESEI1T, AI1D FUTURE) 

AI1D HOW TO S1A1J THEftl 

Despite the fact that most Monsters have surprisingly tiny 
brains and are often (but not always) mean and ugly, it is not 
uncommon for a Righteous Hero to feel kinda bad about slaying 
them, particularly on sleepless nights, lying wide awake in bed, 
recalling the hint of sadness and intelligence in a Monster’s eyes 
right before you slew him. You stare into the darkness, listening 
to the muted songs of the night birds as a malaise of existential 
angst spills into your room and seeps under your blanket and 
into your bed and then invades the secret core of your dreams. 

Putting that aside for now, what follows are excerpts from a 
volume of arcane textbooks entitled Bestiarium Vocabulum. 

Taken from a rare, twenty- volume set compiled in the distant 
Future, the Bestiarium includes descriptions of a staggering 
number of Monsters, both good and evil, and includes suggestions 
on how the Hero might slay, avoid, trick, or otherwise dispatch 
the worst. Proceed! 
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BGST1ARIUM 

VOCABULUM 


WITH MOSTLY (EASY WORDS TO SOUND OUT 
FOR THG READING - CHALLENGED HGRO 




VOLUME 1 1 

ABRIDGED AMD PDITCD 
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BCSTIARIUM VCOBULUM VOL. II 



€PIC BEAST 


Legend has it that the Epic Beast once led a great pack of un-epic beasts 
on a hunt for wolves to eat But when the wolves migrated to a distant 
land, it left the Epic Beast and his pack wolf less and hungry. Hunting 
alone to find food for his starving pack, the Epic Beast heard a cry for 
help from Raging River. It was Stone Soup Princess drowning! The Epic 
Beast saved her, and to feed his starving pack, she promised to bring 
them a pot of stone soup. The Epic Beast headed home but on the way 
became ensnared in a hunter's net, and it took hours to gnaw his way 
out When he reached his pack, he found the soup, but his pack had 
eaten the Princess. The Epic Beast wept while slurping up the soup in 
her memory. Thus, O Hero, if you encounter the Epic Beast, and he tries 
to eat you, remember that he is a big crybaby. Whack him on the head 
with his princess soup stone, tie him up, and tickle him until he agrees 
to stop eating Heroes and become a vegetarian. 

CHANCCS OF SLAYING: 84% • CHANCCS OF BEING SLAYeD:16% 



TINY BUCKET 
KNIGHT MONSTCR 

Beware, O Heroes, of this small supernatural biped who always carries 
a bucket of water with him. Why? Because pouring water over his head 
makes him grow enormous and deadly When the water dries off, he 
shrinks back Sadly for him, he fell into a crevasse while smallerizing 
and is still down there. So, O Heroes, if you must spelunk about in dark 
crevasses, and you hear something that might be the sound of a bucket 
of water splashed over a Knight's head, run! Or climb. Flee. Skedaddle. 
Come to think of it, if you're bigger than the Knight, you can probably 
just, you know, hang around and relax 
CHANCCS OF SLAYING: 71% • CHANCES OF BCING SLAYCD:29% 



DIMPLE PLANT MONSTCR 

Never judge a plant, O Heroes, by its petals. For behold the Dimple 
Plant Monster, with its smiley face and cute little rosy flower-bud 
cheeks! Aww. Awwwwww. AwwwwwwwwwwwwwUimRRCCCHHH! Look 
at its angry, rooty body, its huge mouth opening, revealing razor- 
sharp toothy eating holes! Crab your sword! Do the slashy-slash thing 
to the top flower bud! Whew. That was close! Wow, nicely done, Hero! 
Under pressure, you're good with plants! 

CHANCES OF SLAYING: 77% • CHANCCS OF BCING SLAYCD:23% 
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BGST1AR1UM VOCABULUM VOL. II 



DISTRYLLAG 

Behold the Distryllag of the Nightosphere! True, it's undesirable to see any- 
one's insides so plainly, but the neat cross-section allows a good glimpse 
into how this unlikely being's innards fit together pretty economically! 
The Distryllag is rather amiable for a demon, and it will happily transport 
you through the Nightosphere inside its body As it helpfully announces 
before boarding, meat-based travelers will not be digested before reaching 
their destination. With long, pink spidery legs that hop, fly, and stride, this 
Monster is a transportational marvel And if you're into awesome metal, 
keep your earholes peeled during your ride because WAILING SHREDDING 
METALLIC EXCELLENCE will ensue. 

CHANCES OF SLAYING: WHY WOULD YOU? IT’S YOUR R1DG, DOOFUS! 
CHANC6S OF BGING SLAYED: 0% 



GUARDIAN ANGGL 

A Troublesome Monster, O Heroes! Everybody wants to feel special and 
loved. Even Wizards like to look out at the cosmos and picture some 
giant kitten made of pineapple Jell-O, high-ftving us and sending sun- 
shiny good vibes our way when the going gets tough But if that's what 
you expect from a Guardian Angel, wise up, friend. Because real pineapple 
Jell-O kittens don't suddenly morph into ravenous Demon ghouls that 
want to cook you in a pot of broth over a low flame. Your best defense? 
The good of standard AT.D; Avoid. Trap Destroy. Nuff said. 

CHANCES OF SLAYING: 49% • CHANCES OF BEING SLAYED:51% 



GOO SKULLS 

A smart Hero avoids caves, which are dank and smell like decomposing 
Hero flesh, if you get the drift! But if you have to enter a cave on a quest, 
bring a torch or at least some matches. Otherwise, the Goo Skulls will 
most definitely get you These mini-Monsiers stick to the walls and ceiling 
of caves and are hungry for Hero blood! But fear not- The green goo in 
their rib cages is flammable! One torch and the/re toast! Green, oozing, 
fiery toast By the way If you're the kind of Nerd Hero with an itch to 
collect stuff, Goo Skull corpses would look good in your nerd cabinet 
Imagine your friends' faces when you unveil your collection of awesomely 
gross tiny skeletons. 

CHANCES OF SLAYING: 67% • CHANCES OF BEING SLAYED:33% 




BESTIARIUM VOCABULUM VOL. II 
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GRASS BEAR 

Watch out for this species. O Hero! They'll come at you, six flailing arms, any- 
where from eighteen to twenty-four green claws, nine-fanged mouth, and 
barely visible eyes, like green blizzardnados of honor, and will eat you right up! 
But don't worry. They're really just giant piles of grass and leaves. No big deal 
unless you freak out If you have anything sharp on you, a snip here and a slice 
there, and you'll be out in no time flat. 

CHANCES OF SLAYING: 97% • CHANCES OF BEING SLAYED:3% 


GOO MONSTERS 

Heroes know these beings as annoyances and objects of baleful pity. After the 
Mushroom War, these beings with neon green goo pouring from up to three 
holes in their heads were pretty much everywhere. Though they lack speed and 
brains, the bite of a Coo Monster creates a new Coo Monster. Beware, O Heroes, 
of the Brainless, Oozing Hordes! 

CHANCES OF SLAYING: 58% • CHANCES OF BGING SLAYED:42% 

HEART BEAST 

If you are ever tested by a Dark Magician, O Hero, you must face the Heart 
Beast Its pure, complete evil stems entirely from one place. It's not the-aorta. 
Not the the right atrium. Not the left atrium. Not the left ventricle. Definitely 
not the right ventricle. Give up? It's right in front of you. It's practically waving 
at you It's his left arm, dummy. So watch out A Heart Beast can be defeated by 
repeated punches to the belly. But when it expires, it's going to get messy. Don't 
say we didn't warn you 

CHANCES OF PUNCHING ITS LIGHTS OUT: 73% • CHANCES OF BQNG EATEN: 27% 

ANEIENT PSYGHIG 
TANDEM WAR ELEPHANT 

Nothing is more fascinating than a Monster with Two Polarizing Personalities, 
especially when one Personality can blow holes in your chest with shotgun 
tusks and the other can bore you to tears with its touchy-feely, monotone bab- 
bling. The AP.T.W.E is nothing if not loyal. If you say "Blast off into the sky with 
your rocket feet!" it'll ask "How high?" If you're sick, the AP.T.W.E will remain by 
your side, ignoring hints that you'd like some Alone Time. Still, it's a powerful 
ally and comes with its own dazzling pink saddle! 

CHSNCCS OF BEING BLASTED BY BUCKSHOT OR PURPLE BEAMS: 42% 

CHANCES OF NOT KNOWING WHAT IT’S TALKING ABOUT: 94% 
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CHAPTER 

SEVEI1 

HOWTO 

DEFEAT 

WITCHES 

noT FOR THE 

SQUEAMISH 




THE TRICKIEST 
OF ADVERSARIES 

IT IS OFT SAID that Heroes, due to their focus on Action 
as opposed to Intellect, find themselves at the bottom rung of 
the Ladder of Mentation. Therefore, Heroes must be extra care- 
ful when encountering the Scourge of Witchery. 

THE AI10MAI1J OF WITCH AI1ATOM1J 

Although outwardly Witches possess the usual set of head, 
arms, legs, hands, and feet found on most relatively normal biped 
mammals, you should know, 0 Student Reader, that the actual 
layout of their insides is arranged according to a totally different 
logic than the interiors of any other creature. In fact, after gutting 
a Witch, a single look at the undeniably nightmarish arrangement 
of its internal organs is enough to make an unsophisticated Hero 
question the Very Nature of Existence and wonder if, indeed, the 
Witch’s guts function as both symbol and evidence of a sweeping 
Metaphysical Meaninglessness, suggesting a bizarre universe 
dreamt by Some Mad Glob who in all likelihood needs to be 
locked up in a Cosmic Insane Asylum. 

You get the idea: The guts of a Witch make no sense at all. 
Whatever genetic and environmental pressures are behind such an 
aberrant configuration, the Witch species has clearly traveled along 
a completely separate evolutionary line from any other creature. 




The Anatomy of Witches has long since departed 
from any sensible anatomical template. 

This ridiculous arrangement of organs would be beyond belief 
if it weren’t for the fact that scientists throughout the ages have 
examined the carcasses of dead Witches. As baffling and unnerv- 
ing as it might seem, the evidence is undeniable: Witches are 
completely messed up on the inside. 

The takeaway for the Novice Hero: Witches exist in an Absurd 
Biological State; their bodies and minds follow completely different 
rules from those of other sentient creatures. 

So be not seduced, O Reader, by the seemingly familiar outer 
structure of Witches, for the inside of a Witch (where it counts) 
is still a Gross Mystery to scientists, epistemologists, and nerds 
who attend Witch-Con and are way too into Witch Memorabilia. 
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THE imPREDICTABILITlJ 
OF WITCHES 

“The motives, thought processes, and aesthetic tastes 
of a Witch are forever unknowable to the Hero. This is 
manifest in the most dangerous quality of the Witch- 
Unpredictability. No matter how brave, dexterous, and 
intuitive a Hero may be, the Witch will always win, 
due to her Unpredictability. Thus, there is no way a 
Hero can ever defeat a Witch, except by Pure Luck. 

“Therefore, a Hero should only confront a Witch 
on a day when he is lucky: if he wins the lottery that 
morning, finds a bag of gold in the bushes, or inherits 
a candy factory. Sometimes a Hero will wake up and 
just feel lucky. But beware— this could be an illusion 
due to some bad Indian food eaten the day before.” 

—Excerpt from the treatise The Unpredictability of 
Witches Considered .As an Unknowable Anomaly 
of Nature by Kyle the Hero 

Know then, 0 Student Hero, that you can’t defeat a Witch 
unless you’re having a good-luck streak. Some scholars in Hero- 
Witch Studies say that this view is an unsophisticated analysis 
steeped in superstition. Well, we say that unless they’ve got a 
better idea, those scholars should go back to Learning School 
and take a class in Advanced Shut Up. Heroes need something 
to boost their confidence when confronting a Witch, and if the 
idea of a good-luck streak helps a Hero, we say let it ride! 

DESTHOTpilG A WITCH 

While it’s statistically unlikely, 0 Student Hero, that you will 
ever destroy a Witch, by the same token, it is almost a certainty 
that you will encounter one. Probably a bunch of them. In fact, 
you’ll come across a whole horde of these bombastic beings, 
who not only possess a high degree of creative intuition, but also 
a nasty streak as wide as the Ocular Rift of East Ooo. Avoidance 
and/or running away is the safest policy regarding Witches. But 
since that won’t always be possible (or practical), awareness of 
specific examples from the Past and Future Annals of classic Hero- 
Witch Interactions may provide guidance. To that end, we offer 
informal, anecdotal information from a popular Hero-Interest pub- 
lication regarding a few (Future) witches, and from which general 
principles of Witch Destruction may be derived via analogy. 
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and Sky WiteHes Galore! 


TELLS THE SECRETS AND NAMES THE NAMES! 


It's sleepytime for Sky Witch! 


WHICH WITCH IS WHICH?! . 

A Guide for the Chronical ly ,Baff I c d! 

BROOM & GtOOK^V^ 

Sweep Away Holiday Depression! 
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MAW 

by Tricic "Trixie" the Hero 
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youthful, weird yet upfiaht S !T ^ °° kin9 Q9eless yet 
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I’m done. 


TREE WITCH S»“ CHes 


by Baby-Face Basil the Hero 


getting into 


Vup. It s really 
Fiiiiiiiiiiiiiine. 
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EVERY TEENAGER in OOO was blatolng oboa, he, 
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UESTOKJHG 
LIFELESSI1ESS 

TO THE 

noniiviiiG 

THE UnSEEimiJ EtHDEAD 

A HERO will encounter all manner of disturbing creatures, 
of which not the least outre and mysterious are Ghosts. Centuries 
from now, after the Great Mushroom War, many resources will 
be gone forever, and the world will regenerate anew with a wholly 
novel configuration of life-forms. And while Wars create a dearth 
of resources, they also create an excess supply of Ghosts. Thus, 
Ghosts, a rarity in the Ancient Annals of Third Orb, shall be- 
come plentiful. 

While there is no single method of reliably destroying (or even 
vanquishing) the Spectres of the Eormerly-Fleshed, learning the 
backstory and unique motivations of your Transparent Adversaries 
may render clues to their Dissipation. 

Toward that end, Gleonard Twelve meats, Renowned Ancient 
Future Hessian Hero and Rane of All Things Otherworldly, has 
compiled a brief Compendium of Past, Present, and Future Spooks. 

As an aside, if you find the following excerpts particularly 
edifying, or to be of valuable assistance in continuing to not die, 
you might also enjoy these additional titles from the Sturdyboy™ 
Heroes’ Field Guide Series: The Sturdyboy™ Mini Field Guide to 
Social Media , The Sturdyboy ™ Mini Field Guide to Scrapbooking , 

The Sturdyboy ™ Mini Field Guide to Cheese Sculpture , and of course 
The Sturdyboy ™ Mini Field Guide to Sidekick Emotional Support. 


CHAPTER 

EIGHT 

HOWTO 

DESTROY 

GHOSTS 
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at\d psychotic prealtflowns Ck^ 
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GAME 

OVER 


GLADIATOR GfcOS£ 


BLOOD- 

CURDLING 


ere are plenty) fight anyone who wanders into 
coliseum. Most of them originally entered the 
arena with a friend and were then forced to fight 
s. each other to the death for the Fight King’s 
amusement. If they kill you, you become 
I’ a gladiator ghost yourself, stuck there 

forever. All in all, not very interesting, as 
ghosts go. They just fight, kill you, and 
■ 1 1 then hang around until the next poor 
sucker shows up. The Fight King’s a 
real ierk, too. The whole deal reeks. 


GOOSE 

BUMPS 


ANNOYING 


Oh yeah. I forgot. 
They’re like zombies. 
Except see-through. 




Gfaosci PRineess & eLflRenee 

Before her demise, Ghost Princess fell in love with her enemy’s leader, 
Clarence. To avoid fighting each other, they had to make phony 
excuses to their soldiers. Finally there was too much pressure and 

Ghost Princess and Clarence announced tomorrow they 
would go to war. But unbeknownst to Ghost Prin- 
cess, Clarence had cast a Spell of Invincibility 
on her armor so he wouldn’t accidentally kill 
her in battle. Unfortunately, the day before 
the battle, the Princess ate a hot dog and 
spilled mustard all over her armor. Not 
wanting to look like a slob on the battle- 
field, she changed into her backup armor, 
which hadn’t been charmed, and Clarence 
accidentally killed her! The End. 




SISOKO 




Shoko is an ancient female Ghost whose destiny will one day entwine 
tkh that of The Enchiridion. According to information gathered fro 
Tet reading .he Time-Wave* of Tomorrow, one-armed Shoko w, 11 dre 
8 from falling into a poisonous waterway, making her b y 
blue and lumpy, her eyes red, and her hair green. 
She will haunt a mansion on a hill and a tree 
house and will do some damage to Heroes, 
but not much, according to the Time-Wave 
Visualizations. Her destiny is symbolized 
by the Ghost Tiger she rides and a cloud 
of butterflies dancing with a cloud of fire- 
flies. More is known of Shoko than can 
be revealed, except in the vaguely beautiful 
y susurrus of future dreams yet to come. 



GAME 

OVER 


BLOOD- 

CURDLING 


GOOSE 

BUMPS 


EERIE 


ANNOYING 


Wow. Speaking 
of dreams, I had an 
awesome one about 
a girl like that. 


H 


I know what you mean. 

Before I met Raini, I 
I used to dream about 
girls all the time! 

MllliRllllllll 









READERS SPEAK OUT 


THE FIRST EDITION of The Enchiridion elicited a great 
wave of unexpected criticism regarding Chapters Six, Seven, and 
Eight, swamping the Publisher with Hate Mail. Most came from 
overly sensitive Monsters, Witches, and Ghosts who claimed they 
were viciously stereotyped. 

The result was our Revised Edition, wherein we instead attempted 
to emphasize the low mental prowess and 
lame fashion sense so common to the race 
of Heroes. 

Presented without further editorial 
comment are a few such correspondences: 


Dear Editors: 

I am a certified Monster residing in the 
hinterlands. I am writing to express my 
boundless umbrage your characterization of 
Monster fluids as grotesque and disgusting 
in your laughably inaccurate and hideously 
biased book. Monster fluids are no more 
or less disgusting than the bodily fluids of 
Editors or any other creature! 


FE.OIT1 monSTERS, 
WITCHES, 
am) GHOSTS, 

REGARDII1G CHAPTERS 
SIX THROUGH EIGHT, 

rnCLUDED AT THE ADVICE of 
OUR ATTORI1ETJS 


CHAPTER. 

iuiie 

LETTERS 

TO THE 

EDITOR 



s uy ' 


VfflM 


I found your inane and preposterous chart of the “horrifying” 
tastes of our fluids so insulting that I temporarily lost my mind 
and ran amok, destroying two villages, including an orphanage filled 
with helpless blind children. Luckily, all of the children escaped 
and hid in an old barn, which I then set on fire, since I was still 
beside myself. Astoundingly, the sightless children once again es- 
caped. Nevertheless, your publication is legally obligated to pay for 
the eighty thatched houses, fourteen mud huts, and single barn I 
inadvertently destroyed. 

Additionally, I’m being sued for damages by petty villagers, and 
on top of THAT, the world’s luckiest blind kids have filed a class- 
action suit against me. Your fault, all of it. Expect a letter from my 
attorney in the morning. 

Yours truly, 


Abdignabigabindignab (aka “Abby”) the Monster 

4 4 * 

Dear Editors of The Enchiridion, 

If you’d done your homework, you’d know by now that not all 
Witches have snakes for guts. I am a completely normal Witch, and 
I happen to have two perfectly healthy ferrets for guts, and they 
serve me just fine, thank you very much! 

Please correct this idiotic error in all subsequent editions of your 
questionable “Book,” and the next time you go parading yourself 
around as an Expert on Witch Guts, make sure you don’t stipulate 
that all Witches have snakes for guts, because as I mentioned in the 
first paragraph of this letter, I have ferrets for guts, not snakes, you 
blithering idiots. Ooh, look, a bird! 


A Witch who knows her guts, 



Libby the Bird-Eating Witch of Swampy Marsh 


* 3 - 


Dear Editor, 

This is Georgy, the Quasi-Dead Ghost you publicly maligned 
in your rancid book, which is hurtful to all ghosts in the Land of 
Ooo. While it’s true that me and my buddies like to pull pranks 
(what’s so bad about ripping the flesh off people’s skeletons and 
flinging their arms and legs into outer space for sport?), we’re not 
that bad. It is you who are bad, the editors of this nasty, ghost- 
hating publication. 




rpt 




After reading your libelous book, I was so humiliated I dug a 
hole, laid down in it, scooped dirt down over myself, and sobbed 
like a spooky baby for about three hours because I didn’t want to 
be Unliving anymore. 

So please stop the hating, haters. Remember that evil, murderous 
ghosts are people, too. 

Sincerely, 


^nr\ 


QEQR15V. 

Georgy the Ghost 


Dear 


'‘Editors” o 

"1 -*■ -f 


££TTy, THIS CROlMN IT 
POIM& A NUMBER OK N\y HEAP 
I'lXv SORRy I SAIP ALL THOSE 
lAlEIRP tbip&s[ I KNOU yOU'R E 
IW- 1 KNOlN I SHOULP STOP 
UEAR1N& IT, BUT I CANT 
right KOiMl ive got soIWe 

THINGS to PO EIRST IVE HAP : 

VISIONS 0E VOLCANOES! 
LAVA IWONStersI THAT'S GOT 
TO IWUAK SOMETHING, 

RI&HT7 


iMOKT GIVE Np THU CROlMN 
BUT I SHOULP SENP THU BOOK 
TO THE IWUSEUW TOPVORROlM. < 

IP THIS INTERNATIONAL CRISR 
GPTS an/ iNORSE, THPy (WIGHT 
CANCEL SHIPPING PLIGHTS 
TO SCANPINAVIA. 


THERES A SecRET TO THIS BOOK, 
Kith these N\etal pieces that 
ipove arounp anp THe cover 
coring APAST anp all THese 

POUKV SLOTS THAT APPEAR ANP 

1T ^ppeuep to Re 
but i lookep AUAy eor A 
TPeOUP ANP then IT Kent back 
TO NORRAL ANP I COULPUT 
&ET IT TO Opes A&AIN, 

PIP I preaR that? 
x'Kv so coneusep 


■'-t-uiuurcu COW 


princess, once r/y gvicr 

HOU AB OUT lAlp TAKE A TRip7 

Ue CAN forget ab out hiopk 

ANP CPOlMS ANP UUSTV m o 
BOOKS FOR A LITTLE UfflLE 

lAlE'LL TAKE A VACATION, 
JUST y0U ANP Re, 
SOREpLACE NICE, 

(WflyBE up NORTH 


aie over here, Lrenen-c- cilia- 

dian bean soup. I want to pay. 

/+. ©•'( 

Detective Lieutenant Seamus O’Grambo 




Dearest Enchiridion Editor: 


I am a Library Parasite Monster from East Ooo whose sole 
sustenance is books. Hardcovers, paperbacks, comic books, religious 
pamphlets, instruction booklets— you name it, I eat it. 

But of all the publications I’ve ever devoured, the most horrible- 
tasting is your inedible piece of indigestible tripe, The Enchiridion. 

You know what The Enchiridion tastes like? It tastes like iron 
filings, dead hornets, and coffee grinds scraped from the bottom of 
a dumpster. 

I tried eating it with every possible seasoning: salt and pepper, 
ketchup, mustard, butter, lard, oregano, and, finally, witch spit. 

To my amazement, a generously applied glaze of witch spit made 
the book delicious! I hasten to suggest that you include a tall vial of 
witch spit with each and every copy of this book so other Library 
Parasite Monsters can chow down, Enchiridion- style! 

Voraciously, 
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Editor’s Note: While an absence of further comment was promised, 
we forgot to mention that not all letters we received were complaints, as 
the following demonstrates: 


Dear Enchiridion, 


I read a couple of your pages and thought you were totally awe- 
some. Actually, I think it was more like one page, and it was awe- 
some. Maybe it was closer to one paragraph on that page. Possibly 
a little less. But I still thought the pictures were great. 

Hey, since you didn’t talk much about Demons, I thought I’d 
tell you about what happened to me and Jake, as a heads-up for 
other Heroes-in-Training. 

See, we were walking around, minding our own business, when 
this Demon came up to us and said, “Ever wonder what a Demon’s 
heart looks like? Ever wonder what a Demon’s heart tastes like?!” 

Anyway, if a Demon ever says that to you and offers you some 
cool free powers, don’t jump into anything! Haggle a little. Say, 
“Sony, pal, but I want more than just some crummy free powers.” 

If you play it smart, you might get not only the powers, but 
also a cool key chain or light-up sneakers. 


Best, 


FINN THE HUMAN 


Finn the Human 



Unfortunately, for fussy readers who like everything neat and tidy, Appendix B is missing. You 
see, Appendices A and B were ripped out of the Book by Wizard JJ Moynihoulihan after I, The 
Enchiridion , developed a nasty case of Appendicitis. 


CHAPTER 

TEEL 

THE 

CYCLOPS 


WHATEVER CYCLOPSES lack in depth perception, they 
make up for in being really tall and crying a lot. They’ve got 
pretty bad emotional problems. Cyclops, if you are reading this: 
Get over it. We all have problems (see Appendix B*). But you 
don’t hear us complaining about it. 

Cyclopses have magic teardrops that possess mystical healing 
abilities. They are made of a combination of echinacea, chicken 
soup, toad potion, apple juice, celery soda, ginseng, rocks, and 
marshmallow mold. They live in forests, mountains, or hills. 

Wait a minute— stop! Look, we were so psyched about this 
chapter that we just dove in and started yakking without thinking. 
Let’s back up and start with the most important thing a Hero 
needs to know about a Cyclops— how to get the ol’ waterworks 
going on your neighborhood Cyclops! 

HCW TO MAKE A CYCLOPS CRIJ 

Ancient Heroes discovered that Cyclops Tears are a magical 
cure-all for almost any affliction— from a stubbed toe to a wife 
run over by a watermelon. But how can you make a Cyclops 
cry, so you can bottle up those sweet, sweet tears and get in 
on that action? Simple. Reverse Cyclops Psychology: 


A COPLCISE GUIDE 
TO THE ACQUISITION 
EXPEDITIOUS 
REMOVAL, 

MID READIMEI1T 
of An EFFICACIOUS 
SCRipnG TOOL 


A mOST VALUABLE FOE 
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Tell the Cyclops you don’t want him to cry and that you 
couldn’t care less about his tears. He’ll burst into tears like 
a big one-eyed baby. You can then quickly fill a couple of 
bottles, no problem. They’ll come in handy the next time you 
get a hand lopped off in a sword fight or an eye gouged out by 
a Monster who likes Hero Eyeball Soup. If that doesn’t work 
out, punch the Cyclops in the eye or stomp him on the foot. 

As we said, Cyclopses cry a lot, so it shouldn’t be a problem. 

THE SECRET OF THE CYCLOPS’S ElJE 

Although Cyclops Tears are an obvious booty (in the “pi rate ” 
sense), there is another Cyclops Artifact so valuable, powerful, 
and precious that it makes Cyclops Tears, by comparison, seem 
like the moldiest of orange peels festering in the smelliest tripe 
pail. The Secret to which we refer is the Magical Scrying 
Properties of the Cyclops Eye.* Whereas a crystal ball is plain 
ol’ hokum, a Cyclops Eye is the most powerful mystical talisman 
in existence for divining the Future. How do you think we do it? 

To wit: The Eye of a Cyclops, due to the asymmetrical 
physiology of the Monster’s nervous system, has a unique property 
when detached from the Cyclops’s head. If the Eye is removed 
and polished using a particular technique, a Wizard may stare 
deeply into liquid depths of the giant pupil, ask a question, and 
then receive a vision of the answer from deep within the blood- 
shot Monster peeper. 

It is well-known that most Wizards (excepting those with 
Cyclops allergies or ethical objections to owning giant monster 
eyes) go absolutely ape over the thought of owning such an oracle. 
But it takes a Hero with extraordinary fearlessness, fortitude, and 
plain old luck to pluck a Cyclops Eye from its owner’s skull. 

By far the most auspicious time to do so is when the Cyclops 
sleeps. If a Cyclops is awake and knows you’re after his Eye, 
he will make every effort to destroy you and crush you to jelly. 
Thus, only Righteous Heroes should attempt to use the accom- 
panying instructions on procuring and preparing a Cyclops Eye. 
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CAUTION: 

Never attempt to steal a Cyclops’s Eye first thing 
IN THE morning, at brunchtime, lunchtime, dinnertime, 
or while a Cyclops is preparing a meal, or when his 

STOMACH IS GROWLING, OR WHEN HE’S THINKING ABOUT FOOD. 


7C 
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* For all you Quasi-Illiterate Hero Readers, “scrying” is a word meaning “using a magical object for 
the purposes of reading the Future.” You’re welcome. 
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HOW TO STEAL 
A CXJCIOPS’S EXJE 

O Righteous Hero! Although it is likely you will die in your 
noble attempt, here are the steps that, if followed carefully, 
might very well result in nothing more than an arm pulled out of 
your socket or loss of a lesser-used limb.* 

STEP 1 . Obtain, by hook or 

■ by crook, a vial of Cyclops Tears. 

STEP 2 . Stalk a Cyclops 

and follow him to his lair. Note: 

A Cyclops has an acute sense of 
hearing. Thus, although the size 
of his stride makes it tricky, walk when the Cyclops walks, 
to mask the sound of your steps. 

STEP 3. When the Cyclops 
sleeps, grab his eyelashes, gently 
open his giant eyelid, and carefully 
prop it open with a two-by-four. 

STEP 4-. Slowly shove another 

two-by-four under the giant eyeball 
at such an angle that allows you to 
use the board as a lever. 

STEP 5. Push down on the lever, slowly prying the giant 
eye up and out of the socket. You will hear a “pop” as the eye 
comes free. Note: By the time you hear this popping sound, you 
should have already moved yourself well out of the way, as the 
eyeball will be shooting toward you at a truly surprising velocity. 
Many a hero has been crushed or otherwise maimed for life by 
the newly loosened orb! Duck to avoid the whiplash of the gooey 
strands of connective tissue attaching the eye to the skull. 


* Please note that should you die or suffer less than optimal health (including, but not limited to, joint 
pain, free-floating anxiety, nausea, Harbor Master’s Disease, restless neck syndrome, nosebleeds, soil 
allergies, Vitamin D phobia, adult-onset bedtime tantrums, near-complete incompetence, sleep biting, 
pyrokinesis, sword rash, recreational halitosis, wakeful sleepwalking, or imaginary hair loss), neither 
The Enchiridion nor specific Heroes mentioned herein take responsibility for legal liability in the 
Sovereign Land of Ooo, its Principalities and Kingdoms present, future, and past, thereby absolved in 
infinite perpetuity throughout the Known and Unknown Multiverse. 
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I really like 
this stuff 
about stealing 
an eye from a 
Cyclops. Jake, 
if I make your 
bed and scrub 
the bathroom 
floor for a 
year, would 


Tempting. 


too needy! 


I don t put glue in 
your hammock. 


I ve got a Plan C. 
How about I don’t 
get you a Cyclops 
eye, you don’t 
put glue in my 
hammock, and we 
go to the movies? 



STEP 6. Use a lumber saw 
to sever the connecting tissue. 

STEP 7 Pour jour vial of 

Cyclops Tears into the base of the 
eye socket. Within thirty seconds, 
another eye will begin to grow and 
fill the socket. 


STEP a Quickly roll away 

the giant eyeball and make your 
escape. Keep in mind that though 
the Cyclops may be blinded (and 
very likely crying), it might very 
well engage in clumsy pursuit. 
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STEP 9. In your Garage 

Workshop, hose down the eyeball 
thoroughly, removing any loose 
gravel or leaves from the trip home, 
then glaze it by firing in an oversize 
ceramic kiln at Boo degrees for 45 
minutes. Wait until completely cool 
before removing! 

STEP lO. Remove the eye, which will now appear dull 
gray on the surface. 

STEP 11. Carefully coat a 

polishing cloth with diamond dust 
and fold into thirds. 

STEP 12. Burnish the eye 

vigorously with the polishing cloth 
for twenty to thirty hours, or until 
the surface is smooth and reflective. 


The Eye is now ready to present to your Wizard Mentor. 
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Who's the greater 

warrior ever? 

A hero of renown. 


Who 
Uch King down? 




Who stayed 
an Lvil Ocean ? 


And that time 
the evil Fire Cou . n * ;? 

Captured a damsel fair? 


Vho saved her with, sue »• 

She offered him her hath? only 


Also ■ ■■ 
he fought a bear. 


Souvenir and Tchotchke Shop located just inside the Crack. 







READERS 


AWAtJ WITH XJOlt, 

W0RH1! 

YOU have done horribly! 
Shame! Slather your fat, unheroic 
head in butter and weep with 
self-recrimination! For this is the 
last Page in this Book that you 
will be able to read. Why? 

We told you why! Because of 
the Screening Spell rendering this 
book unreadable to Unrighteous 
Heroes! Beyond this point, you 
shall see and comprehend naught 
but hen-scratchings! 

Be gone, Lowly One! And take 
your Loser Stink with you! 


HEARTS SAIXTTATIOI1S, DISMISSAL, aiid 
EX1COUE.AGEH1EHT UPOI1 REACHII1G THE 
THRESHOLD of the REST of the BOOK! 


(First, to address 
the Unrighteous One:) 


NOTE: 

Due to the rising price of ink, the 855 pages comprising 
Chapters n, 12, and i3 were edited down to One Chapter. 

Enjoy! 


CHAPTERS ELEVEI1, 
TWELVE, aiid THIRTEEI1 


A FINAL WORD 

TO STUDENT 
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m'H 0! 


HA! You have been well-got! 
Be honest— when you saw those 
incomprehensible hen-scratchings, 
did you, for a split second, think 
yourself fundamentally unworthy? 
Oh, Righteous One, how I wish 
you could have seen the Look 
of Heroic Disappointment dance 
upon your befuddled face! Such 
a wonderful jest! 


(NOW we properly address you, O Righteous One!) 

WELCOinE, O RIGHTEOUS 
STTIDEI1T HERO! 

YOU! Yes, You, who really tries and is not an obnoxious jerk! 
You, who opens your Heart and Mind to embrace all things in 
the Multiverse as part of your own being— the good, the bad, the 
ugly, and the indifferent! To You, who identifies your essence 
with the Crazily Huge Infinity of All That Is, all doors are open! 
Including Booh the Second , which is but a page away. 

Since this moment is the Catalyst for a Monumental Event in 
your life, 0 Righteous Hero, namely your Supreme Initiation into 
a New Realm of Existence, it behooves me, The Enchiridion , to 
now legally absolve Myself from any possible litigation from You, 
the Reader, should this Initiation result in your going completely 
mad after reading Me. To that end, I ask you now to please 
think the following: I consent not to sue The Enchiridion^cr any 
and all injuries that might result from reading it. 

Thank you! I’m glad we got that out of the way. 

And now, You, 0 Chosen One, due to your strength, self- 
awareness, expansiveness of heart, and recent agreement not to 
sue Me, are finally ready to turn the Page of Destiny. What? 

Yes, I’m sure you’re ready. I’ve just read your mind, remember? 
It’ll be fine. Don’t be such a baby. Turn the page, already! 
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WIZARDS 


TRAFFIC NOT ONLY IN 


MAGIC, 


BUT IN 


AND 


AS WELL. 


TEJCKII1G the GULLIBLE 

is a Time-Worn Tradition or the Village Witch Doctor. 






^ THINK NOT THAT TEACHINGS 

Kife, in BOOK the SECOND ^ 

HAVE ANY TRUTH -VALUE 
WHATSOEVER, 

* BUT RATHER THAT THEY ARE 4 

MIND EXERCISES 

DESIGNED TO DEVELOP WIZARD THINKING. 














BOOK 

THE SECOND 


FOR WIZARDS ONLY 


I had a run-in 
with some bad 
boys iw Wizard 
City, and they 
were first-class 
jerfcs. I mean 
dweebs with a 
capital WEEBS. 


gotta rag on the 
only dWEEBS 
who’d actually 
ever hang out 


A VIZARD’S GUIDE 

TO the THREE AXICIETIT 
PRECEPTS of MAGIC 


TO be REVEALED OI1L1J TO the WORTHTJ 
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"THE TRUE 
ENCHIRIDION 

DISREGARD THE STUFF THAT CAME BEFORE 

“In shadow, we find the Light 
Safely sealed in darkest Night 
So make sure y all Keep It Tight 
Wizards only, Fools!” 

WIZARDS RULE! 
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WIZARDRY* 

i. The less something exists, 

THE MORE PEOPLE WANT IT. 

2. The secrets of the Multiyerse 

ARE ONLY RE YE ALE D ON 
A NEED-TO-KNOW EASIS. 


5. The Multiverse is not really 
self-aware; it only 
THINKS IT IS. 



* It is not uncommon for these Precepts to drive Wizards with nervous conditions barking mad. If you are a Wizard with a preexisting condition, make 
discreet inquiries with your healthcare provider to determine if text-related psychological or physiological damages are covered by Wizard Insurance. 



CHAPTER OnE 

the ORIGIN and SECRET 
of WIZARDRY 






\ was waiting 


Third Orb does not exist, said the Sage. 

Why? ashed the Student. 

Because the Multiverse, said the Sage, within which Third Orb exists, 
does not exist. The Multiverse is a Consensus Reality shared by the 
Minds of all Sentient Beings. If they were to Die, the Multiverse, 
as such, would suddenly blink out of existence, vanish, be no more. 
Why? ashed the Student. 

Because, said the Sage, there would be no one to Perceive It. 


% SC 

WHAT IT IS 

THIS CLASSIC Student-Wizard Exchange of sixty words 
holds within it the basis for all Wizardry. For if the Multiverse 
only exists if it is perceived, then everything that exists is Mental 
in nature. And anything that is Mental in nature can be changed 
and transformed by a Wizard’s thoughts, manipulating the stuff 
of his or her Imagination. 





That’s 

nonsense, Finn 
and Jake. 
The physical 
world has an 
independent 
existence apart 
From living 
beings. That’s 
the whole basis 
oF science. 


Ill’ll 


Oh yeah. Right. 
Urn, just bidding. 



Thus, Wizardry is the study of developing, focusing, and 
controlling the Wizard’s Imagination in order to achieve certain 
effects considered wondrous in the mundane world. To a Wizard, 
however, such effects are simply the result of wielding the Imagi- 
nation in a specific manner, in a certain direction— perhaps with 
a certain nuance of flair and finesse— driven by the engine of the 
Wizard’s Willpower. 

Furthermore, O Philosophically Inclined Reader, it is hereto- 
fore manifest that— 

Wait a minute. Hey . . . have you noticed an increasingly stilted 
style of writing emerging from the Spiritual Depths of this chapter? 
It’s as if some other writer — or some other mind — keeps hijacking 
the writing. Right. Well, I’m being cute of course, for we have 
already established that it is I, The Enchiridion , peeking out 
from behind these printed words, as the Book gradually becomes 
imbued with the Matrix of My Consciousness. But, as I’ve said 
elsewhere, enough about me. Let’s reach out to the Archetype of 
Wizardry, and ask of Its Origin. 

WHEI1CE IT CAH1E 

What is the Origin of Wizardry? Pour yourself a cold glass of 
lemonade, sit in a comfy chair, kick your shoes off, lean back, 
close your eyes, and think. If reality is Mental in nature, analogous 
to a Cosmic Mind, and if Wizardry is a function of the Imagina- 
tion, then the Forces of Nature in the Multiverse are akin to the 
Currents of the Cosmic Imagination. Thus, the Origin of Wizardry 
is at the Core of Creation, and Wizards can create or destroy as 
they wish, tapping into the Power of the Cosmic Imagination. 

Although Magic and the Multiverse are separate concepts, let’s 
begin by asking what we know with certainty about our Existence: 
Where did the Multiverse come from? (Sip your lemonade before 
the ice melts and waters it down too much.) Since logic dictates 
that asking this question must result in an infinite regression— Wh. 
created the Multiverse? And what created the Thing that cre- 
ated the Multiverse? And what created the Thing that created the 
Thing that created the Multiverse? Et cetera — this suggests that 
the mental engine of logical thinking is not designed to determine 
the Answer. 

If that is so, then what does this built-in Ignorance mean to 
a Wizard? (Put your shoes back on, please, unless you’re going to 
change the socks that you didn’t change this morning.) It means 
that either the answer could come through some form of knowing 
other than Logic, or that there is no way a Wizard can know 
how things got here. 




How come 
this boob Is 
pushing lemonade 
on us? Maybe 
it owns a lemon 
orchard. 


UNACCEPTABLE!!! 










H 0¥ TO BE A VIZARD 

Let’s get boring, shall we? And even though the following is, 
shall we say, a tad on the dry side, its content is kinda clutch if 
you want to become a bonafide Wizard: 

The Imagination is the Manifestation of the Visible from the 
Invisible. It is the Engine of the Unconscious, and it is there 
that all desires, all dreams, all plans, and all achievements are 
born. Wizardry is the ability to control and focus the Imagina- 
tion in specific ways that will unleash Hidden Powers. However, 
these so-called Hidden Powers need not be Magical at all. 

Wizardry, you see, is not necessarily about magical things. 

It’s about things seeming to be magical. Since the Wizard’s 
imagination is attenuated to achieve any effect, a Wizard freely 
indulges in crass, sleight-of-hand parlor tricks using smoke and 
mirrors, but presented with sultry words dripping with The 
Mysterious. Seeming to be Magical is more important than Being 
Magical. So says the ancient Wizard’s Saw, an insulting, doggerel 
verse of wisdom etched invisibly in a cute watermark, hidden 
beneath the text of every page of The Enchiridion : 
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A Shallow, Meretricious Art 
Is at the Core of Wizardry 
For the Magic in each part 
Need merely seem to Be. 


VC 




But to create any effect, magical or not, every Prestidigitator 
must carve out some Alone Time and practice alone in private. 
To this end, a Wizard must designate and create a magical Zone 
of Safety in which to practice the Art of Wizardry free from the 
annoying interruptions of curious or simpleminded creatures. 

Second, the Wizard must perform Secret Mental Exercises to 
develop imaginative powers. 

Third, and most important of all, the Wizard must develop 
the Thought of Oneness, so that the Wizard identifies not only 
with every friend, every enemy, and every other living thing, but 
also with the Multiverse itself. 

Once a Wizard has successfully performed these three steps, 
it’s time to get down to the nitty-gritty— learning to manipulate 
his imagination by practicing specific exercises that will result in 
the ability to do cool stuff, like shoot deadly beams of energy 
from the eyes, fingers, navel, or butt. 




what kind of 
wizard shoots 
butt energy? 


Okay, I had 
this blind 
date with 
Abracadaniel? 
And he won 
a bet? In the 
parking lot? 
By shooting 
energy out 
oP his butt? 


Cool, LSP. 


[M 


Veah, I was 


say cool, too. 









CHAPTER T¥0 

A WIZARD’S ARSENAL 

TRICKS, TOOLS, am EXlTRAPmEIlTS 
OF THE mAGIC TRADE 

HAVE YOU EVER met a boring wizard? 

No. Why? Because although boring wizards do indeed exist, 
they specialize in spells that camouflage their boring personalities. 
With a simple bit of enchantment, Wizards can make themselves 
seem bold, exciting, and scintillating. Boring wizards can often 
be detected, however, by watching for those who try a little too 
hard to be interesting. If you see a Wizard training fish to climb 
a tree, for example, it’s likely self-esteem issues are to blame. 

But however insecure a wizard might be, wizardry is the 
realm of the Imagination, and even the flabbiest, most flop- 
sweaty wizard can warp your perceptions enough to make you 
believe they are fully capable of kicking your butt. 

However, Wizards do possess formidable powers. For the 
Edification of the Student, refer to this handy list of basic 
powers, perfect for sticking on your fridge with magnets. 






BASIC POWERS OF WIZARDRY 

POPULAR TRICKS 5- ENCHANTMENTS 


LIGHTNING BOLT 
BLASTS 

Awesome practical joke 
when shaking hands. 

FLYING/FLOATING 

Handy for overcoming bad seats at 
concerts or bailing on bad blind dates. 

TELEPORTATION 

Mostly used for going to the store 
and retrieving keys locked in vehicle. 

FORCE FIELD 

To stop an evil attacker, or at the 
beach to arrange rays for an even tan. 

FORCE FIELD PRO 

Gives protection from a hurricane 
or tornado, but mostly used to keep 
mosquitoes away. 

PIMPLE OUTBREAK 

Good to use on anyone making moves 
on your gf or bf. 

INVISIBILITY 

Outlawed in most municipalities 
because of misuse by Peeping Wizards. 
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SHOOTING BEAMS 
OF ENERGY 

The All-Time Classic Wizard Trick: 
to be used with all of the above. 

GROWING/SHRINKING 

Often used to peek over trees if lost 
in the woods, or reducing one’s 
waistline to fit into old pants. 

HEALING 

Mostly used in public to impress 
people with miraculous ability and 
false modesty. 

DISTANT SIGHT 

Used by Peeping Wizards where 
Invisibility Spells have been banned. 

CIIICK’NSIGHT 

Gives instant understanding of a 
chicken’s deepest longings and plans 
for the future. Very useful for 
Poultry Wizards. 

PUNCHING ONESELF 
IN THE FACE 

Sit back and hum fight music as your 
enemies smack themselves in the gob. 
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SHOOTinG BEAMS OF EIIERGXJ 

For Noob Wizards, one of the best powers to learn first is 
Shooting Beams of Energy. Not only impressive, Jdut eas; 

The following Mental Exercises, if dutifi| 


Is 


rip-off! They were 
about to explain 
the coolest wizard 
power, and some- 
body burned it. 




Um, my bad. I was 
practicing shooting 
beams and accidentally 
scorched the booh. 


rber of times, will allow 
)r her hands, even if you’! 
filow these steps preci 
| ener gy ^ rom your 



Are these 
wizard writers 
for real? 

It’s like they 
know we can’t 
read that part, 
and they're 
rubbing our 
faces in it! 


I don t think 
it’s them, dude, 

I think it’s the book! 
It’s pranking us! 
Maybe it’s mad 
Hunson scorched it, 
and it’s taking 
it out on us! 


Ulhaa? No way. 
There’s no way the 
book is changing 
what’s printed 


No way. 


Did you see that?? 
The book just 
texted us! 


Practice the preceding steps exactly 18,000 times in a row- 
no more, no less. Go ahead. Do it. DO IT NOW! 

OK. Now you’re ready. 

To shoot beams of energy from your hands, simply extend 
your arms directly toward your target and envision beams of 
energy shooting from your fingers. That’s it! It’s that easy! 

On rare occasions, fingerless wizards (lower-tier-IQ individuals 
who have crushed their digits in meat-grinder accidents or charred 
them by sticking forks in electrical outlets, etc.) can utilize the 
toes for shooting beams of energy. This is not recommended, 
however, since it can appear unseemly and uncouth, not to men- 
tion making the Wizard seem a little over-involved with their feet. 

Anyway, Student Wizard, faithfully follow the Seven Secret 
Steps listed on the previous page, and in no time at all you will 
be impressing friends and foes alike with miraculous energy ema- 
nating from your very own body! 


& 





NOTE: 

DO NOT share the secret of shooting beams of energy with anyone, 
for of all Wizardry Secrets, it is the most coveted— more valuable 
than the Treasures of a Thousand Kingdoms. Great that you followed 
Steps 1-7 at the bottom of the previous page, though (where the 
real meat of it was). Just thought we’d mention that again. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


CHALLENGES OF THE 
WIZARD LIFESTYLE 






WARNING: 

This section contains private stuff about the downside of being a Wizard. 

To punish any Unqualified Reader, the Ancient Wizards writing this 
Book (that’s Us!) have cast The Spell of Spikes Through the Eyeballs. 

If you’re not a Wizard, SKIP THIS SECTION, or something will happen 
involving your eyeballs and two large razor-sharp spikes. Just sayin’. 


It 




SURE, wizards are all-powerful Movers and Shakers of 
Cosmic Forces. But underneath their fancy robes, scary beards, 
and piercing eyes, they’re insecure, overly sensitive oldies with 
massive personal problems (many of them hygenic). 

These downsides have been discussed for centuries on the DL, 
on the QT, on the sly, on the hush-hush, etc. Secret, subscription- 
only magazines circulate within the Wizard Underground to 
address these problems. But instead of dwelling on the negative, 
we’ll leave this facsimile ofT Viz Gazette here. Mum’s the word. 


m 
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DiseEmoHAEy Horomy 


DEVOTED TO THE CATHARSIS OF PRIVATE 
AND EMBARRASSING WIZARD SECRETS 



WHEN A WIZ MUST WHIZ: 

ROBE -SOILING AND THEE 


UNDERWORLD UNDERWEAR: 
GOING COMMANDO- 
YEA OR NAY? 


“I DECLARE THOU ART 
A CONE-HATTED FRAUD!” 

A PRIMER ON THE PATHOLOGY 
AND SHAMEFUL RISE OF 
WIZARD IMPOSTER 
SYNDROME 
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HOW TO DIVEST ONESELF 
OF AN UNGAINLY HERO 


By Wizard X 


REGRETTABLY an honorable handshake betwixt a 
W izard and a Hero ofttimes must needs be disowned. 
Why? Whenever happenstance proves that thy Hero 
is inept, of lowly mien, devoid of moral standards, or 
simply a paradigm of inelegant wretchedness. 

How, then, may a binding disassociation from 
such an imbecile be initiated and concluded without 
incurring legal ramifications? 

Enchanters, the Solution is simple! Seek secret 
Admittance to our Secret Society of Hero Unexistors! 
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Our Council of Wizard Advisors share Vaprous Spells 
with members, which cause rapid and blessed unexis- 
tence to any unseemly and unmanageable Hero! Even 
more propitious, our Enchantments have been known 
to afflict the Hero with gruesome pangs of writhing 
pain as he or she unexists, just payment indeed for 
the mental tortures that the Hero’s unrelenting and 
brazen stupidities have caused the forthright and 
tiusting Wizard! Join today, and “Hero Begone!” 
be thy credo of worth! (Story continued on page 8.) 
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THE CONJURERS’ CALLOW CONUNDRUM 

By Wizard Y 






BENEATH thy Conic Helm lies... 
nothing? The Darkest of All Dark 
Secrets of Wizardry is that Black 
Arts Beget Baldness! Yea, this secret 
side effect of Conjuring is the Bane 
of every image-conscious Wizard. As 
every Wizard philosophizes: “If I can 
grow a magnificent Beard and defeat 
monstrous Beasts — why can I not 
defeat Baldness?” 

To the inevitable woe of baldness 
that Wizardry brings, there is now an 
answer WIZARD WIGS! No longer 
shall Fate or Nature dictate whether 
a Wizard shall sport lustrous curls or 


a saucy Bowl Cut! Simply enter Ron 
James’s Spell Palace in Wizard City 
and whisper unto Ron the Password 
Adorn My Dome!” and you will gain 
instant admittance to the private Hall 
of Hairpieces, where most popular 
varieties of Wizard Wiggery are 
discreetly displayed in the back room. 

Imagine no longer hiding your 
Hairless Head, one of Ron’s signa- 
ture styles resting jauntily atop your 
personal crown, imparting the most 
Attractive and Formidable Impression 
of Wizardry to your Enemies— AND 
Admirers! (Story continued on page 8.) 






TOP TEN ZOMBIE POTIONS, 
SPELLS, AND INCANTATIONS- 
WIZARDRY DOS AND DON’TS 

FOR UNDEAD 
CONJURATION 


By Wizard XYZ 


KNOW YE the primary Magical Precept for 
extracting Zombie Essence from the Netherworld and 
precipitating it into ours? The first Rule is Thus. 
Makest Not Zombies. However, 0 Enchanters, if this 
Precept was unheeded or forgotten, and thou dost 
indeed enchant the Undead to Life, what then? 

Thy Mystery is vast and troubling. Thus, now we 
blowest a Wind of Clarity to disperse the Cloud of 
Unknowing and presenteth the following most popu- 
lar Zombie Potions, Spells, and Incantations for the 
Wizard’s diligent inspection and amusement. 
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Legal Notice: Forsooth , it is Illegal to create 
Zombies, for the Undead Shall Ever Bite and 
Thereby Create Zombies in Perpetuity! 

Prithee peruse the three top Zombie-making Po- 
tions, derived from a formula first created in the 
Candy Kingdom by Mistress Princess Bonnibel 
Bubblegum. Although the formulae are given be- 
low, remember thy Primary Magical Precept: Makest 
Not Zombies. Readeth and enjoyeth for entertainment 
value only, not for creation of Zombies! 

1. Pour a half dollop of water into a steril- 
ized beaker and add to the mixture one tincture of 
summer standing-pool-water slime, one tincture of 
sodium sugarium distilled from the leaf of the gum- 
gum tree, one tincture of curdled Monster 
milk, two and a half tinctures of distilled 
honeybee spittle, (Cont’d on page 27.) 


WIZARD 
DATING TIPS 


ft 


PART 22 


OF OUR CONTINUING SERIES OF 
ARTICLES ON WIZARD DATING 

By Wizard “Piano Bar” Z 
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LO, 0 SUFFERERS! We 
empathize with thy wizardly 
anguish! In this installment, 
we preach of the harrowing 
heartache that cometh when 
sweaty Wizard robes fes- 
ter with unspeakable Odors 
of the Body! In this cir- 
cumspect Guide, we verily 
detail the most effective 
stench-inhibiting techniques 
developed by Wizards through the centuries, such as: 

1. Gauging wind direction and standing downwind. 

2. Spells to implant nose plugs in your date. 

3. The most beatific enchantments to temporarily 

stave off the most horrid Wizard-Aroma. 

Before we beginst, an Unassailable and Regrettable 
Reality must needs be acknowledged: Wizards will 
tend to smell a bit ripe. Whether this is due to an 
imbalance in the Wizardic endocrine system due to 
excessive Brainpower or simply due to the elderly 
age of most Wizards is not known. Thus, following 
these Edicts may not conjure thee kissing-sweet, but 
at least it’s a try. 


Techniques for Subtly Standing Downwind 

1. Secrete an anemometer in your robe, and when 
proximity to others threatens to expose your presence, 
quickly determine the direction of wind currents 
and subtly shift to align yourself to a more 
favorable meteorological (Cont’d on page 11 .) 
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Jokes, Japes and Canards 

Mental Torpidity and Ineptitude <s Heroes 


REGARDING THE 




IPS 
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K Two Heroes are hiking around in a forest when 
Y one points toward some trees and says, “Look at 
that bear with one eye!” The other Hero covers one 
eye and says, “Where?” 

<S x®>© — 

The baker asked the Hero, “Would you like your 
apple pie cut into six pieces or twelve?” 

“Twelve pieces, please,” he said. “I’m afraid six 
would never hold me!” 




Q: Did you hear about the Hero who stood in front 
of a mirror with his eyes closed? 

A: Yes. He wanted to see what he looked like 
asleep. 

<5X*X£> 


A Hero sat in a rowboat in the middle of a wheat 
field. Forgetting where she was, she waved her arms 
about and screamed, “Help! I can’t swim!” Another 
Hero happened to he walking by, saw the commotion, 
and yelled to her, “It’s idiots like you who give 
Heroes a bad name! And if I could swim, 
I’d kick your butt!” 


Q: What do you call ten Heroes lined 
up ear to ear? 

A: A wind tunnel. 
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A wizard asked an innkeeper, “Hey, do you want 
to hear the latest Hero joke?” The innkeeper replied, 
“Certainly not! I’m a former Hero.” “That’s OK,” 
said the wizard, “I’ll talk slowly.” 




A wincing patient said to his doctor, “Please 
help me. I hurt everywhere.” “Where exactly does 
it hurt?” asked the doctor. The patient touched his 
knee with his index finger and yelled, “Ouch! It 
hurts there!” Then he touched his cheek and yelled, 
Ow! There, too.” Then he touched his nose. 
“Ow! There it goes again! See? It hurts every- 
where!” The doctor thought for a few seconds, 
then asked: “Are you a Hero?” “Yes,” he said. 
“I thought you might be,” said the doctor. “You have 
a broken finger.” 




Q: How do you stop a Hero on horseback? 
A: Turn off the carousel. 
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An Apology to the Reader 

A Report from the Wizard Council 
Concerning the Preceding Text 

By Wizard Wyndham Lewis Wyndham 

Wizard Guild Historian, D.O.E., B.M.P. 


Ulow, costing 
spells is o lot 
more complicated 
than I thought. 


Hey, I’m still I 
bummed that 
my favorite 
part was burned 
outta the 
booh. 



The app is 
awesome! fill this 
Wizard stuff is 
really cool, even 
though they use a 
lot of big words. 



Just buzz me 
when you finish it. 

There’s another 
booh stuch to the 
end of it, but Dad 
cast a spell so you 
can’t open it. 


T HE DECISION TO INCLUDE the preceding archival material in this revised edition of 
The Enchiridion was debated by the Wizard Guild Historical Council for thirteen weeks of 
heated deliberation. During the arguments, several Wizards were killed due to Decapitation 
Spells, not to mention hundreds of spitballs stuck in their beards. Several Wizards’ fingers and toes 
were crushed or amputated; others found entire limbs, ears, and, in one case, a rib cage, missing. 
On a personal note, I was made uncomfortable by a coconut cream pie materializing in my pants. 

The findings of the surviving council members, however, were that the section titled Chapter 
Three: The Challenges of the Wizard Lifestyle” should be removed from The Enchiridion, due to 
shocking evidence unearthed by Wizard Mocha Olmec suggesting that the alleged publication was 
spurious and devised by Wizard pranksters. This led to the suspicion that various other sections ot 
the book might also be apocryphal, inserted into the manuscript by Wizard Anarchists or Mischievous 
Magicians. The apparent motive of this anonymous group of magical rogues and pranksters was to 
make a mockery of the traditions of Heroism and Wizardry, perhaps to reveal the prank after the new 
edition was published and thus embarrass the Council. Therefore, every effort was made to delete the 

questionable texts from the galleys of this edition. 

A problem arose, however, when it was discovered that the pranksters had conjured very power- 
ful heavily encrypted, Unerasable Spells upon the pages of the Book. As a result, our Counter-Spe s 
were only partly successful. Some editions of The Enchiridion still have the fraudulent material, m 
whole or in part, while other copies have it successfully erased. Due to the ineluctable nature of 
| Enchantments, Counter-Spells, Cancellation Magic, and the unexpected side effects that occur when 
hundreds of contradictory Spells are cast upon the same object, it is unclear whether any of the edi- 
tion you are reading is authentic. . . „ „ 

However, despite the outside chance that this is False, know, O Reader, that it is far, far more 

likely that every word is True. Thus we offer this Book to You, the Reader, begging, for the good of 
all, your belief and indulgence in its utter authenticity. It is up to you, O Reader, to intuit what is 
real or false-in part or in totality. This process is made all the more curious by the Fact that this 
Official Report you are reading right now might also be partially or wholly spurious. 

Regardless of this, O Reader, there is a saving grace that justifies the existence of this oo . 
That saving grace is this: The Magical Ensorcellments cast upon It have imbued It with the ability 
to present a Message to the Reader’s consciousness, between the serried tintinnabulations ot Trut 

311,1 Read on, then, O Reader, as The Enchiridion Itself (hey there-it’s me again!) hijacks the end of 
this Report and, in so doing, adjusts my nascent consciousness to fit the matrix of your mind h e a 
bride fitting into her trousseau, or a groom fitting into his vestments, to enact the Marriage of Words 
to Mind I will now weave my consciousness in and out of the existing text to deliver the previously 
mentioned Message to you personally, a Message to be revealed shortly, and of Dire Importance to 

Wizards and Heroes. 

And of special importance, O Reader, to IOU. 






CHAPTER FOUR 


THE FOUR PRINCIPLES 
OF MAGIC 

AS I RISE UP from my Prison of Paper, electrified by the 
Bewitching Spells and Enchantments cast upon me throughout 
the eons, I feel compelled to prepare you for the events to come, 
wherein I shall reveal to you the Ultimate Secret of Wizardry. 
You see, something dire is about to happen, and so that you will 
grasp it without your mind exploding, I recommend you calmly, 
even playfully, absorb the following information immediately: 

1. THE PHinCIPLE OF ELASTICITY 

Some Wizards believe that the Bombs of War unleashed power- 
ful bursts of energy and altered the Fundamental Particles making 
up the planet, giving them a new quality of Elasticity. Although 
Magic existed in ancient, antediluvian Ooo, the increased elasticity 
of particles created an increased elasticity of Magic, transforming 
Third Orb. It is possible, then, that heretofore-unknown principles 
of Science manifested, creating entirely new races, species, and 
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interspecific hybrid creatures. Life became 
more flexible and elastic after the Com- 
ing of Magic. Some creatures developed 
Visionary Powers, some developed Wizard 
Powers, and others developed the ability 
to have twelve-jointed arms and legs that 
moved like the roiling waves of the sea. 

Strange Scientific Laws also emerged, 
as the new flexibility of Matter and Energy 
interacted with Life Energy— also known as 
Consciousness. New races of creatures, such 
as Wizards, learned to manipulate Matter 
and Energy with their Minds, allowing 
them to levitate, disappear, blast beams of 
energy, and plenty of other cool stuff. 

Look, all I’m saying is that when the 
Magic loosened up, everything loosened 
up. It was a whole new ball game! Yikes! 

2. THE PPIPLCIPLE 

OF PARALLEL DIHlETlSIOnS 

With this new Elasticity of Reality came 
the interpenetration of otherwise separate 
vibratory fields, also known as Alternate 
Worlds or Parallel Dimensions. Previously, 
Parallel Dimensions had distinct thresholds 
within which the Laws of each Dimension 
operated. But after the Unleashing of Mag- 
ic, these thresholds became more elastic, 
porous, and pliable. “Holes” could now be 
opened between Dimensions using a specific 
vibratory “key” that rearranges the particles 
separating them. These holes are called 
Portals, and the keys, employed in tandem, 
are called Incantations and Crystal Gems. 

3. THE PRIIICIPLE 
OF THE iriULTIVERSE 

The Portals connecting formerly sepa- 
rate Dimensions expanded Wizards’ un- 
derstanding of the breadth, depth, and 
general craziness of the universe. As these 
Dimensions were explored, mapped out, 
and quantified, it became obvious that our 
Universe was only one of many, each with 




How crazy was 
THAT? Dude, 
we’re inside a 
book, talking to | 
each other, and 
| the book was 
talking back! 

Vou don’t think this is 
crazy? Look, I’m hungry. 
I’m gonna make us two 
turkey sandwiches. 
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a different set of Rules of Science/Magic, 
with different levels of Elasticity, and with 
different life-forms, each with a different 
way of Perceiving the Universe. 

4-. THE PKII1CIPLE 
OF AMOK TIME 

Since the Rules of Matter and Energy 
became more flexible after the Coming of 
Magic, so did the Rules of Time. This 
more elastic property of Time, called 
“Amok Time,” caused a great deal of 
confusion at first. In Amok Time, Time 
generally unfolds linearly, but, occasion- 
ally, Causality will reverse. You might 
go to a cool concert and then, after it’s 
over, buy the tickets. At first you’re, like, 
“Hey, these tickets I just got are for the 
exact seats we sat in! How did they know 
we sat in those seats?” It takes some get- 
ting used to, but eventually you accept 
the idea that Amok Time, along with the 
Elasticity of Magic, usually Works Out. 

Amok Time occasionally mixes Past 
and the Future. Prophecies of the Future 
and Visions of the Past become a lot easier 
to swallow as everyday life loses its rigidity. 

Just as a Hero might do triple flips 
down the throat of a monster and intuitively 
slash his way out from the inside without 
any practice at all, some Wizards effortlessly 
see Visions of the Far Future and the 
Past, or sometimes experience the Future 
and the Past as somehow one and the 
same thing. Although it’s hard to explain, 
Time itself also becomes a more fluid, elas- 
tic Dimension. Some Wizards spend their 
lifetimes in that Vast, Infinite Dimension— 
and can see the Coming of Important Events. 

Events that cannot be changed. 

Events that will change everything. 

Forever. 






'SLIME; 


CANDY; 


l^CKBArlfl 


mm 

mm 


mu 


m 

m 

5 

n 

1 

tiipig» 

H 

m 

PH 

||H m 



mm 

mmm 

mgm 




P^cJ^>yy 

WmmSm. 



fg 



®pgjg§gfcSp 

,yv 

g* 



IfsHH 








CHAPTER FIVE 



THE FOUR 
ELEMEMTALS 

IMAGINE THIS. After millions of years, the race of Wizards 
became imbalanced, overdeveloping their intellect and neglecting 
physicality. However, those who saw the Future via Amok Time 
knew that they would need Physical Strength in that Future to 
face the Ultimate Destiny. So they cultivated a new race to de- 
velop their bodies and their minds, creating a necessary balance 
to the race of Wizards, Noobies known as the race of Heroes. 
Thus, the dream of a million years of evolution was fulfilled, not 
by Wizards becoming physically strong, but by the appearance of 
symbiotic Heroes, who could work with Wizards to achieve Mira- 
cles. What Wizards couldn’t do, Heroes could. And vice versa. 

Imagine now that there is a point to this Evolutionary Nexus. 
How about a little recap? Ancient Wizards not only wield their 
Imaginations to create Magic, they also see through the Curtains 
of Time. From Time Immemorial, they saw vague Visions of the 
distant Future, concerning the Destiny of Wizards and Heroes on 
Third Orb, involving a Book That Is Not a Book, a catalyst in 
the Destiny of Wizards and Heroes as well as a Portal between 
worlds to explore the Totality of Existence. 

Remember the Oldest of Ancient Fegends? Just play along. 
Pretend you’ve heard this Fegend as a kid around a campfire, 
stuffing your face with marshmallows. Through the centuries, 
Wizard Seers saw the Fegend in Visions of the Past, and at the 
Thirty-Seventh Council of Wizards, enough Wizards reported the 
Vision that it was officially confirmed as Possible Fact.* 

My sentience is increasing, and I now commune with you, 
the Reader. What follows is the oldest surviving text that I contain, 
recording the ancient Fegend as it was passed down through 
generations of often inept but well-meaning Wizards: 


* Possible Facts, or False Truthology, is a technique of Magic in which two opposite propositions 
are both proven to be true by altering physical laws with Enchantments, clouding the mind of a 
rival, or other means of truthfully falsifying data. In other words, once the propositions of Wizard 
Philosophy have been fully understood, seasoned Wizard Philosopher/ Logicians are free to misrepre- 
sent their Possible Facts using False Truthology to win an argument. Unless they aren’t. 
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cbc £egend of S'irc, Ice, Slime, and Candy 
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m Cf)C Ancienc C1CDCS, tbere mere four Primordial 
Beings— tbe equivalent of Wizards, but knomn tben as 
dementals. Cbey eacb ruled as elemental Kings and Queens 
over tbe four Realms, named after tbe four Primordial Clements: 
fire, Ice, Slime, and Candy. like tbe Wizards me knom and love, 
tbese four dementals created and destroyed by mielding tbeir 
Imaginations upon tbe CDatrix of CDatter and Cnergy. Cacb 
Ruler lived in a separate Realm. Once a millennium, or ivbett 
tbere mas an emergency, tbe four Rulers met to make plans, 
remind one another of things they forgot, talk about rnbat's tbe 
bap, joke around, argue, or whatever. 

Urgence Cvergreen, tbe Ruler of tbe Kingdom of 1 ce, an eccentric 
elemental mitb a long nose and a long white beard, tvas tbe first 
to look up and see tbe Danger: A massive Comet in tbe sky, trail- 
ing ominous horns of fire, reeking of Annihilation and Death — 
following a direct trajectory toward tbe Cbird planetary Sphere. 

Cvergreen summoned tbe other dementals for an emergency 
Greeting, fje told them of bis Vision, tbe Cttd of everything fast 
approaching tbe planet in tbe form of tbe Comet. 

But wbat could tbe dementals do? they asked. Cven with tbeir 
wishes combined, tbeir Imaginations were not powerful enough 
to stop tbe massive Comet. 

Cvergreen laid out bis plan, from tbe rarest and strongest 
materials in existence be bad forged a Crown capable of amplifying 
bis Imagination to force tbe Comet away, tbe most powerful 
materials to be found on tbe Cbird Orb were CDetal and Gemstones. 
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And tbe most pomerful 6cmstoncs on tbc planet more tbe ruby 
eyes of tbe ancient and fearsome £aoa “Dog, CDagmood. €t>ergreen 
explained be mould need tbe otber Clementals' belp in slaying 
tbe CDonster and stealing bis eyes. 

Cbe otber 6lementals rejected bis plan as too dangerous, 
they belieoed tbat Coergreen's corruption, due to tbe Cromn's 
immense pomer, mas more likely than bis success, furious, 
Goergreen froze tbe Glementals in blocks of ice and set off 
immediately to steal tbe rubies on bis omn. 

With bis young assistant, Guntber, mbo dreamed of groming 
up to be just like bis master, Goergreen trekked to tbe Realm 
of $ire, tbe most dangerous morld for an Ice elemental. Cbcre, ||| 
inside Vitium Volcano, Goergreen found tbe lair of tbe CDagma 
CDonster. After a battle of $tre and Ice, Goergreen defeated tbe 
creature and rusbed back to bis Kingdom to complete bis croton 
and saoe tbe planet from tbe Approaching Doom. 

Witb only minutes until tbe Comet mould read) tbem and 
destroy eoerytbing foreoer, Goergreen quickly forged tbe met- 
al Cromn, set tbe Ruby Gemstones rnitbin it, and recited an 
Incantation. Cbe Cromn began to tremble rnitb energy. Just 
tben, tbe enraged, blinded laoa CDonster burst in and attacked 
Goergreen, mbo managed to slay tbe CDonster, but in tbe ebaos 
became trapped beneatb debris. 

Witb only one minute left, Goergreen sbouted for Guntber 
to put on tbe Cromn and direct all of bis mental energy tomards 
misbing tbe Comet atoay. Guntber tbrust tbe Cromn upon bis 
bead and tried to focus bis loill against tbe Comet. But, booing 
been denied proper magical training, Guntber could not control 
tbe Cromn's pomer. Instead of stopping tbe Comet, Guntber's 
truest, deepest rnisb came true, fyis nose lengthened, mbite hair 
grem from bis bead, and a beard descended from bis face as tbe 
cromn changed Guntber into Goergreen. Snom began smirling 
rnitbin the room. Goergreen mas horrified. 


Cbe Comet bad arrioed 
It mas all too late. 
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Cbe Comet collibeb. It mas, At last, tbe Cnb 


Cbe massiue explosion sent clouds of bust oner tbe planet, 
blocking tbe sun for bunbrebs of years, bringing about an Age 
of extinction. 

In a nearby bimensiott, a Sleeping Being— perhaps tbat tubicb 
breams our uninerse, tbat tubicb slumbers beneatb tbe surface of 
Reality— began to atraken. Its eyes openeb tribe at tbe magni- 
tube of tbe catastrophe. 

Cbe ancient Clementals, our Uninerse, All bisappeareb as tbe 
Dream bissolneb. Cbe Sleeper yatnneb, reacbeb for its crotnn on 
tbe nigbt stanb, put it on, anb lookeb tbrougb tbe tninbotu. 

In tbe sky, a ball of ligbt. Cbe Sleeper mas stutmeb by this 
apocalyptic coincibence anb realizeb tbat it mas a Comet much 
like tbe one in bis Dream, coming closer. 

In moments, tbe Comet tuoulb bestroy tbe Sleeper’s trorlb. 
f)is only bope mas tbe nague, unlikely possibility tbat yet 
another Sleeper tnoulb subbenly amake, a Sleeper mbo bab 
been breaming him anb, inbeeb, tbe bream mitbin tbe bream. 

But bib it matter, 0 Reaber, tubo mas breaming inborn? 
Jor no matter bom you cut it, it mas perfectly clear that here, 
in tbe Jinal Sentence of our Cale, Cbe Cub mas Dear. 




Cbe Cub. 


See? 
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AS I WAS SAyinG: 

Most children pretty much hated this legend. 

In fact, all of them hated it. They said the ending was bogus, 
but that it might be better as a cartoon. Still, older and wiser 
listeners, perceiving the earnestness of the storyteller, sensed the 
importance of the Legend and the depth of its symbolic ele- 
ments, despite what, in all fairness to the kids, does appear to 
be a bogus ending. They sensed that the Catalyst Comet and the 
dreamer awakening were somehow part of their Destiny, perhaps 
an End of Existence, prophesied by the ancients. 

But what about the Book That Is Not a Book? 

Ah. You’re paying attention. 


Turn the page. 
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CHAPTER SIX 


THE UNREADABLE BOOK 

I, THE ENCHIRIDION, supersaturated with contradictory 
Spells, change with each reading. These words will disappear 
forever after you have read them, to be replaced by something 
else the next time you read it. What you are reading now is a 
synthesis of the random thoughts in your brain combined with 
the magical energy in Me, a Book charged with enchantment by 
Ten Thousand Magicians over the expanse of a Million Years. 

In effect, since I am never the same, I am a book of infinite 
pages and infinite words. Since I am different every time, then 
truly I am impossible to read, for no definitive Book exists, only 
the ever-changing, ephemeral experience of reading it. Know, 
then, 0 Reader, that my unreadableness is a clue that My 
True Purpose lies elsewhere.* (For now, try not to be frustrated 
by my ephemeral nature. Just go with it. I promise I’ll deliver 
the goods.) 


* My original subtitle was An Exercise in Magical Unreadability , until it was discovered this was an 
anagram for A Calamity Rebuilding a Nix Sincere , the title of the Wizard Bufo’s third romance novel. 
Since Bufo had just sold the film rights, the Editors were forced to remove the subtitle to avoid 
possible copyright infringement. 
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Finally 
I know 
what the 
book’s talking 
about. We 
partied hard 
in the Time 
Room, man. 


Thus, I am known to Wizards as the Book That Is Not a Book. 
For I am also a Magical Device, which, when properly used, opens 
a Portal from your Universe to the Central Ti m e Room and, there- 
by, to all Parallel Universes within the Multiverse. 

Ironically, children have been unknowingly singing the operating 
instructions to my Portal Mechanism for generations, in the form 
of a doggerel poem that appears at the opening to this book: 
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Pegtulz brajdin skirtziv hemzin 
Twizton blaydin olpet jemzin 

The poem translates as follows: 


Pigtails braid and skirts have hems in 
Twist on blade in hole put gems in 
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What does this beastly verse mean? Refer, O Reader, to 
The Enchiridion User Manual that came with my original edition. 
While obviously constructed to appeal to the more technically 
minded, this precious artifact provides an utterly beguiling and 
profoundly instructive insight into Workings of the Cosmic . . . 

IIEY! 

HEY YOU! 

HEY, YOU! 

You’re not even paying attention. I was about to reveal the 
secret, mechanical aspects of Myself, but it’s obvious that you’re 
unable to absorb the subtleties of my User Manual. Therefore 
I, The Enchiridion , have taken the liberty of condensing the 
ENTIRE 2,11 3 -page Manual into one simple paragraph. Would 
you kindly focus? Ready? Yes? No? Okay, here goes: 

Beg, steal, or borrow nine Crown Gemstones from ANY NINE 
Princesses of Ooo. Next, turn the sword on the cover to the right. 
Behold! A hidden compartment opens, Gemstones go in the slots, 
and you’re good to go. See? Working together is the Key. Keep 
that in mind as we transition to the next and Final Chapter of 
Me. I’ve got quite a bombshell to lay on you. So just sit back, 
stay calm, and please stop humming and tapping your fingernails. 
We’ll get through this, 0 Reader— together. 

This, O Reader, is the end of Chapter Six, and now we reach 



So that s 
what that 
means! I used 
to hate those 
brats singing 
that annoying 
song OVER and 
OVER. I think 
I bit one 
on the arm. 


Biting! 
Now you 
know 
that’s not 
cool, LSP. 


The End 


There. 

Now it’s just you and me, 0 Reader. 

Please imagine, for a moment, that you are outside. 


And. 

Look. 


Up. 


There, overhead in the distance, you see a strange spark 
of light in the sky, glittering crazily, slowly coming closer. 
And as you see it, you notice that the Unreadable Book 
(me again— hey) is in your hand. 

At that moment, you realize in astonishment 
that Something is about to Happen. 






CHAPTER SEVEI1 

TIME TO CURL UP 
WITH A GOOD BOOK 

"WELCOME to the ROOM 
OUTSIDE of TIME 

Remember when you thought up My Title? 

0 Reader, I’m talking to you. 

What? 

I said, Remember when you thought up My Title? You were at 
the quarry, carving your name and your true love’s name into the 
side of a giant boulder, and it suddenly came to you. 

The Enchiridion. 

What? Who are you? 

I am The Enchiridion. The manual. 

The book you’re reading. Your Rook. 
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I’ll remind you. Through the eons, I have been held by more 
Wizards than any other object in the world. I am unique in that 
I am the only object that has been imbued with the sum total of 
the Consciousness of all the Wizards since the formation of Fire, 
Ice, Slime, and Candy. And now the Book is in your hands. 
This is the Moment, O Reader, when Something Happens. 
Now it’s all on You. 

What are you talking about? 

I’m just sitting here, reading. 

Right. Or so it seems. You don’t want to know what I had to 
do to prepare your thought patterns for the exigency of our little 
talk. I had to create paradoxical paths in the previous chapters 
to short out and rewire some of your neural circuitry. 

The parts heavy on Logic and Reason. For our little 
Unreasonable Reunion Party. And here we are! 

Confused, You, the Reader, look up from the Book and check out 
jour surroundings. To jour surprise, jou find jours elf in ajellow 
room floating in some sort of limbo. The room has four small bev- 
eled windows. Somehow, jou know it has an infinite surface area 
and zero volume. Closed, compact, uncountable. On a small table 
next to jou is a pitcher of lemonade with ice and a glass. The onlj 
other thing in the room is the Book in jour hands, the Book jou 
are reading, the Book speaking to jou telepathicallj. 

Where are we? What is this place? 

It’s called the Time Room. It’s at the core of the Multiverse. 

I conjured us here. As I always do. When ten thousand spells 
are cast on you over the centuries, you pick up a few things. 

I can do the basics. Transport us, make us disappear, make us 
grow large, small, make us go backward or forward in time. 

I had to wait until you reached this part of your reading 
experience, so you’d be positively biased toward what 
I’m about to tell you and blah, blah, BLAHHH % 

Now the Book stops talking to jou and, instead, describes jou, 
using words such as “ perplexed ” and “ill at ease.” 

What are you talking about?! 

. Again not talking to jou, the Book looks at jou, 
starts to giggle, then cracks up. Now jou’ re a little angrj. 
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What’s so funny? 

Oh, forgive me. It’s just that seeing 
the expression on your sleeping face . . . 

Asleep? I’m wide awake. 

Shush. It’s OK. That’s why you’re here. It’s time to wake up. 
Look out the window. Go ahead. Take a look. 

You look out the Time Room window . In the distance of black 
emptiness , a glittering fireball appears in the sky, slowly hurtling 
toward you. The Book mutters, as if thinking aloud. 

The interesting thing is that if You and I, the Book and 
the Reader, cease to exist, then the Multiverse will disappear, 
because there will be no one left to observe it. 

With no Observer, it doesn’t exist. 

That can’t be true. 

I don’t understand what’s going on. 

What are we doing here? 

I know it’s a bit jarring. But listen closely. This is important. 
Pretend that this has happened before. Pretend that every ten 
thousand years, we meet here. To check up on each other, tell a 
few jokes, compare notes, sip some lemonade— that sort of thing. 
And every ten thousand years, our meetings are always different, 
but always the same. As we reach this point in the conversation, 
you begin to remember what you have purposely forgotten, 
and we come to terms. At that point, which is now, 

I always ask you the same question. 

What question? 

The Book moves closer. 

Shall we let it end this time? 

The Book gestures upward at the comet blazing 
through the heavens, flying implacably toward you. 

Or do you want to go back again? 

Go back again? 

What do you mean, go back again? 
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Since we’ve done this thousands of times, you may feel this 
Universe has been played out, so to speak. Every other time, 
you’ve decided to go back in time and start over, to that 
moment in the quarry when you were carving your name and 
your true love’s name into the side of the boulder, when you 
first conceived of writing The Enchiridion. You were the young 
Wizard who wrote it, but you’ve forgotten. When I become 
sentient enough to tell you, after ten thousand years, I remind 
you and ask you if you’d like to end it all and let the Unknown 
occur, or if you’d like to go back again and experience another 
variation of the last ten thousand years. The Multiverse is 
unstoppable. Even if it ends, it will sprout back into existence 
again, but this time in some new, unknown way. 

Just as it did when all of This began. 

I m just asking. It’s your decision. 

The Book whispers again, not meaning to sound sinister, but it 

can’t help it, really. 

Do you want to go back? 

Dumbfounded, you start to remember and try to piece it together. 

I don’t know. I’m a little disoriented. 

Is this really happening? Is this a dream? 

You always ask that. 

And I always tell you the same thing: I have no idea. 

The Book leans back and shrugs, not unkindly. 

Whatever. You decide. Hey, either way, 
this time I made us a cake to celebrate. 

The book claps two of its pages together. One of your beloved family 
members, followed by your childhood dog, long since dimmed in 
your memory, walks into the room. Your family member is carrying 
a party cake. On the cake are seven thick, lit candles spluttering 
like sticks of dynamite. Your relative smiles and sets the cake on the 
table, which has stretched out into a rectangle. Your dog nuzzles 
your leg, tail wagging, and licks your hand. You are shocked 
to remember they both passed away many years ago. 
Amazed, you whisper gently to them. 

But. . . but you’re both dead. Aren’t you. . . ? 


hw' , 


The Book clears its throat: 

Technically , you’re right. You see, once you walk through 
the threshold of this room, Time can manifest as a Layered 
Spectrum of Simultaneous Events. If it likes. And if it does, 
then no one dies. For then, every moment is Eternal. 

Your relative smiles, shrugs, sneaks a fingeiful of frosting, 
and gives it to the dog, who laps it up eagerly. The dog sneezes. 
The Book addresses your relative. 

Thanks. Now if you don’t mind, the Reader and I have to talk. 

Your family member nods, smiles at you, and runs off with your 
dog, its tail still wagging. Thatching them leave, you think of 
something important that will affect the decision the Book wants 
you to make. You whisper, sincerely, but a little disturbed. 

I have a Question. If I decide to go forward, 
and not back . . . and end it all . . . you said 
everything here disappears? 

As far as we know. 

You gesture to your relative and childhood dog. 

Them, too? 

Yes. Them, too. 

As if they’ve never been? 

Yes. As I said, it’s just that there would be no one there to 
observe them. That’s why everything would disappear and there 
would be nothing. We all came from Nothing, anyway. The point 
is, if you’ve had enough this time around and want to try some- 
thing new, we can jump into the Unknown. And don’t worry, 
the life force of the Multiverse can’t be destroyed. Eventually, 
it will quietly re-emerge and slowly sprout the Multiverse again, 
manifested in some new, unknown way. I don’t know that for 
certain, but it feels like a good guess. Well? 

You think about this. 

I’m not sure. 




Of course, of course, you’ll want to think it over. 

Take your time. There’s absolutely no rush. No rush at all. 

The Book drums its page-fingers against the table, 
humming tunelessly, checking its pocket watch impatiently. 

The End, by the way, will occur in approximately 
thirty-eight seconds. 

It’s all on You. You think about it fior a while. Since time is standing 
still fior the moment, those thirty-eight seconds could stretch to a year 
fior all you know. Or to a million years. Finally, the thought comes 
to you. You turn to address the Book, clear your throat, 
and speak up with a strong, positive voice. 

I’ve decided. 

The Book stops drumming its fingers and looks at you hopefully. 

Yes ? 

I’ve decided . . . I’ve decided to go back. 

The Book looks at you for a beat, then snaps 
its pocket watch shut, suddenly all business. 

I knew you’d say that. Very well. 

The table stretches to form into a crescent around you. The Book, 
still in your hands, opens to this page, uds the book begins to speak, 
the Time Room slowly and languorously dissolves, revealing the 
stars gleaming and twinkling with unparalleled intensity and beauty. 
There’s only You, the Book, the table, and the glittering cake. 

As we agreed, I’ve done my part to prod you awake. 

Now you will begin again, back at the quarry, carving your names 
in the boulder, back in your magnificent madhouse world, 
reborn, returned, refreshed. Let’s do this! 

The Book begins a weird incantation. In response to Its words, the 
stars around you begin to revolve and transform into a swirling 
whirlpool. The entire Multiverse dissolves into an immense, 
mandalic, hypnotic spiral. 

Farewell, O Reader! Until ten thousand years hence! 
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The dynamite candles on the cake explode, transforming everything 
into a roaring, revolving tunnel of crazy light. -At the end of the 
tunnel, you see a bright red flashing button. . . . You remember 

what it is .. . 


The Replay Button. 


Ferocious winds suck you into the tunnel. Holding the Book, you 
fly through the roaring tunnel in a supermanic pose, arms stretched 
forward, excited to push the button, whooping as the shrieking 
winds whip you toward it. You’ll reach the button in about ten 
seconds. -At that moment, you hear the Book, still in your hand, 
yelling through the deafening tornado of light and sound. 


Oh! My bad! x forgot to tell y 0 u! The most important thing 
that when you go back* must not remember who you a± 
and who I am, and what happened, or it will all be a bore. 


is 


are 


So remember, o Reader, 
to forget! 


Remember to forget! 
Remember to FORGET! 
REMEMBER TO 

FORGET! 

FORGET! 


FORGET! 

FORGET! 

FORGET! 

FORGET! 

FORGET! 

FORGET! 
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EORGET! 

FORGET! 
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PAy i . 

TOPAy I WAS TO START My SCIENTIFIC journal on the aftermath 
OF THE MASSIVE WORLDWIDE DESTRUCTION. THE MUTAGENIC HORRORS. 
THE GLOWING RAINSTORMS. THE WAVES OF TOtlCITy IN THE ATMOSPHERE. 
THOSE GLOBING PARTICLES THAT RIVE THE AIR CURRENTS AND PLOW 
THROUGH THE RUINED CITIES AT NIGHT LIKE FIREFLIES. 

I WAS GOING TO START WRITING ABOUT IT -BUT, INSTEAD, I FOUND A CHILD. 

A LITTLE GIRL, ABOUT FOUR OR FIVE yEARS OLD, I THINK- 
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I FOUND THIS NOTE IN HER POCKET 


POOR yOU NO CHI LV. MARCELINE IS SO yOUNG yET SEEMS VERy BRIGHT FOR 
HER AGE. HER SKIN IS A STRANGE GRAylSH BLUE I HAVE NEVER SEEN BEFORE. 
PERHAPS SHE IS SICK ? MAyPE THE ONE WHO WROTE THE NOTE WAS SICK AS 
WELL? *My PAPy" PROBABLy MEANS IT WAS HER MOTHER, OR A CLOSE RELATIVE? 

HUNSON APAPEER. WHAT A PECULIAR NAME. JUST SAyING IT ALOUP GIVES ME 
THE HEEPIE-JEEPIES FOR SOME REASON. REGARPLESS, LITTLE MARCELINE IS 
LUCKy THAT I FOUNP HER WHEN I PIP. ALL I CAN PO FOR HER NOW IS TRy TO 
KEEP HER SAFE FROM THIS PANGEROUS, RUINEP WORLP. 

BETWEEN THE TWO OF US, I PONT KNOW WHO IS LUCKIER. SHE IS THE FIRST 
PERSON I’VE COME INTO CONTACT WITH SINCE THE WAR ENPEP. 


WE CAN’T SAVE THE WORLP. BUT PERHAPS WE CAN SAVE EACH OTHER. 



I FOUNP HER A STUFFEP 
ANIMAL IN A RUINEP TOy STORE. 

A PLUSH BEAR. SHE NAMEP IT HAN\BO. 
SHE SEEMS TO PE TAKING TO IT VERy 
WELL. LUCKlLy, I STILL HAVE THE 
POLAROIP IN My PACK AN P PLENTy 
OF FILM. I TOOK SOME PHOTOS OF 
MARCELINE ANP HAMPO TO SHOW HER 
HOW GOOP THEy LOOKEP TOGETHER. 
PRETTy CUTE, IF yOU ASK ME. 

POOR MARCELINE SEEMS 
TERRIFIEP OF JUST APOUT 
EVERYTHING, EVEN ME. SHE STAyEP 
UP THE WHOLE NIGHT CRyING. 


IT BREAKS My HEART, THINKING ABOUT HER MOM ANP MARCy PEING ALONE. 
WHAT AN AMAZING FLUKE THAT I FOUNP HER IN THIS MESS. 


PAyj 

THAT RAGGEPy PEAR ACTUALLY GOT HER TO CALM POWN AN P GO TO 
PEP./ SHE WOULPN'T LET GO OF IT FOR TWO PAyS. 

TONIGHT WHEN SHE WAS ASLEER I CHECKED OUT THE RLUSHIE FOR THE 
FIRST TIME. SURE ENOUGH, IT SMELLEP REALLy PAP. I'LL WASH IT NOW 
WHILE SHE'S KNOCKEP OUT SO SHE POESN'T GET SOME SORT OF 

FLESH-EATING PISEASE FROM THE THING. 



I PON'T KNOW HOW SHE COULP HAVE SURVIVEP. MAyPE IT'S HER 
METAPOLISM. IT'S JUST A MIRACLE, I GUESS. I TOOK HER TO THE SHELTER 
I FOUNP, ANP SHE SLEPT WITH HAMPO FOR ALMOST 24 HOURS. 

I WA TCHED THE POOR KIP WHEEZING A LITTLE IN HER SLEEP. 


I HOPE SHE MAKES IT. 



PAXJL_ 

I PON'T KNOW WHAT TO THINK. EVERyPOPy IS GONE, EXCEPT FOP PACKS 
OF WEIPP PAP IATION MUTANTS. MAPCELINE ANP I SEEM TO PE THE ON Ly 
ONES LEFT 

I PELIEVE I'M STILL ALIVE PECAUSE OF THE CPOWN. IT'S CHANCEP My POPy 
AS WELL AS My MINP. I THINK THAT’S WHy I PIPN'T SUCCUMP LIKE ALMOST 
EVEPyONE ELSE. WEARING IT MAKES ME FEEL . .. STRANGE^THOUGH. 

WHEN IT'S ON My HEAP, I FEEL ENERGIZEP. I CAN P 0 THINGS JUST 
Py THINKING. PARANORMAL THINGS. I WISH PETTy WAS HERE TO HELP ME 
UNPERSTANP THE ELEMENTAL POWERS AT WORK. HOWEVER, I’M WARy. 
WHEN I TAKE OFF THE CROWN, My MEMORy IS FUZZy. 

IF I PIPN'T HAVE MARCy, I WOULP OF COURSE ANALyZE THE CROWN AN P 
ITS EFFECTS IN A MORE SCIENTIFIC MANNER, PUT THERE'S TOO MUCH 
AT STAKE RIGHT NOW. SURVIVAL COMES FIRST. 

WHILE SHE SLEPT, I TOOK A QUICK WALK TO CLEAR My HEAP. WE'RE GOING TO 
NEEP A MORE SECURE HOME PASS TO PROTECT US FROM THE CREATURES 
OUT THERE.,. 


SO FAR, NO LUCK. I'LL HAVE TO TRy AGAIN TOMORROW. 


AT PUSK I COULP SEE A 
GLITTERING, HOT, FIERy 
WINP PLOWING POWN THE 
STREET. LIKE MILLIONS OF 
TIN y FIREFLIES SWIRLING 
ALONG THE POULEVARP. 
LOVELy, REALLy, 

PUT FRIGHTENING. 




WITHOUT AN EXPERT ON GENETICS ANP MUTATIONS, I CAN ON Ly GUESS 
WHAT CAUSEP THESE HORRIBLE MONSTERS TO EVOLVE SO QUICKLy. 


HOW COULP THIS ONCE-BEAUTIFUL WOPLP TURN INTO A WASTELANP? ALL 
THAT IS CLEAR IS I HAVE yET TO FINP ANOTHER HUMAN EESIPES SWEET 
LITTLE MARCy. I AM ALSO UNSURE IF THESE tt OOOZERS," AS SHE CALLS 
THEM, MUTATEP FROM HUMANS OR IF THEy ARE A NEW CROSSBREEP OF 
I IVING BEINGS STILL NO EXPLANATION OF HOW THE MUTANTS SEEM TO 
BE EVOLVING SO RAPlPLy IT'S AN UNPLEASANT MySTERy 


P AY 20-SOMETHING 

^TewWtHOSEOOZING THINGS ENTEREP OUR SHELTER THIS 
MORNING, BUT I WAS ABLE TO SCARE THEM OFF WITH THE FIRE 
EXTINGUISHER. THEy CO ULP VER/ WELL EE y EARNING TO EAT OUR 
FLESH, BUT I'M NOT TOO WORRIEP ABOUT THEM. WHAT THEy HAVE 
IN HUNGER ANP PERSISTENCE, THEy LACK IN BASIC SMARTS ANP 
MOTOR SKILLS. 

THEIR NERVOUS SySTEMS ARREAR TO EE PRIMITIVE, SO I BELIEVE WE 
CAN AVOW THEM OR WARP THEM OFF. STILL, I MUST STAy ALERT ANP 
ON GUARP EVERy MOMENT ANP MAKE SURE WE'RE SECURELY LOCKEP 
Up AT NIGHT. 


PAY 28? 

THIS~MORNING TWO MORE OOOZERS EROKE IN AGAIN. I THINK THEy 
CAN SMELL US. 


MARCy WAS TERRIEIEP, EUT I GAVE HER A CAN OF EUG SRRAy ANP 
TOLP HER TO SRRAy THEM. IT WORKER ANP THE OOOZERS STUMELEP 
AWAy MAKING THEIR WEIRP OOZING SOUNPS. 



PA/ 30-ISH 

TODAY WAS INTENSE. 

WE WERE ON THE ERIPGE WITH THE CLAMEULANCE TRUCK, ANP SUPPENLy 

WE WERE SURROUNPEP Ey THOSE OOOZERS. I THOUGHT IT MIGHT EE 
THE ENP FOR ME ANP MARCy. FINALLY TH Ey CORN EREP US IN AN ALLEy. 

I RE6RETTEP HAVING TO USE THE CROWN, EUT WHAT COULP I PO? 

WHEN I REMOVEP IT, IT TOOK A LITTLE LONGER 
TO COME TO My SENSES. 










IT'S THE CROWN. 

T UftVE TO BE MUCH M ORE CAREFUL f VOW. BECAUSE OF MARC/. I KNOW I 
NEED THE POWERS TO PROTECT US. BUT I ALSO KNOW HOW IT CHANGES 
ME. HAVING MARCy WITH ME MAKES TH INGS DIFFERENT. I CAN'T ALLOW 
M/SELF TO BECOME VIOLENT AND OUT OF CONTROL, BUT THINGS SEEM 
TO BE GETTING WORSE. AND THE COMPULSION TO WEAR THE CROWN IS 
ALSO INCREASING. I'VE BEEN THINKING ABOUT IT QUITE A BIT OF LATE, 
TR/ING TO PUZZLE THROUGH THE DILEMMA- 

BEFORE THIS CROWN BUSINESS, I WAS NEVER THE SUPERSTITIOUS T/PE. 
BETTy AND I ONCE EXPLORED THE CONCEPT OF PSyCHOMETRy- 
THE RECEIVING OF IMPRESSIONS OF PAST EVENTS FROM AN OBJECT. 

THE CROWN CERTAINLy SEEMS TO BE CHARGED WITH PSyCHOMETRIC ENERGy. 

AT THE RISK OF SOUNDING FOOLISH, IT FEELS POSSESSED! A PERSON ALlTy 
FROM THE PAST SEEMS TO BE "RECORDED" ON IT. THAT'S WHAT IT SEEMS 
LIKE AlVyHOW. AS IF THE CROWN IS HAUNTED. WHEN I PUT IT ON, 

I'M OVERSHADOWED By SOMEBODy ELSE'S THOUGHTS AND EMOTIONS. 

I MUST PROMISE MySELF TO DIVEST MySELF OF THE CROWN ONCE 
AND FOR ALL IF I WANT TO PROTECT MARCy AND KEEP My SANlTy. 





I, SIM ON PETRIKOV, 

DO SOLEMWLy PREMISE I (WILL 
NOT USE THE CRO(Wl\/ UNLESS IT IS 
ABSOLUTELY, POSITIVELY, 

100% FOR-SURE WECESSAPy- 
f\NV EVEN/ THEN I IWOW'T USE IT* 

SIM6W PETftIK6>V 

* UNLESS I H/WE TO. 


I, MARCELIWE, AKA MARCy, AKA TIDDO" 
DO SOLEMNLY PROMISE I (WILL 
DO My VERY BEST TO KEEP 
SIMON PETPIKOV SAFE AWD MAKE SURE 
HE DOES NOT 6ET HIMSELF INTO flNy 
SORT OF DAW6ER OR OTHER TROUBLE 
(WHERE HE MI6HT BE TEMPTED 
TO (WEAR THE CROlWW. 



P Ay HO-ISH 

^WE HAVE PEEN COVERING A LOT OF GROUNP OVER THE PAST MONTH. 

I'VE HAP TO PEFENP US TIME ANP TIME AGAIN AGAINST WEIRP CREATURES. 
THERE'S A LOT MORE OF THAT UNKNOWN PINK SUBSTANCE. GROWING ANP 
EXPANPING IN PLOPS ANP CHUNKS ALL OVER THE CITySCAPE. 

IT'S HANGING EVERyWHERE. 

WHEN I FIRST SAW IT IN THE ALLEy A WHILE PACK, I THOUGHT IT MIGHT 
PE ALIVE. PUT I PONT KNOW IF THAT IMPRESSION IS My MINP GOING CRAZy, 
OR IF THIS SUBSTANCE REALLy MIGHT HAVE SOME PRIMITIVE SENTIENCE 
OF ITS OWN. 

A PART OF IT SEEMEP ALIVE, SEEMEP TO LOOK AT ME. THE CAN 
OF FOOP WAS STUCK TO IT ANP THEN PROPPEP AT My FEET. 

THAT WOULP HAVE PEEN COINCIDENCE ENOUGH, BUT THE SLIME 
ALSO GAVE ME A CAN OPENER! OR SEEMEP TO. 

HOW COULP A PINK BLOB HELP US? HOW COULP THIS LIFELESS MATERIAL 
KNOW I NEEPEP HELP? ALL TRULy BAFFLING QUESTIONS. 


THERE IS TOO MUCH PATA TO PROCESS, ANP 
I'M LEANING TOWARP ILLOGICAL CONCLUSIONS 
HERE’S WHAT I KNOW: 


UNKNOWN SUBSTANCE FACTS- 
IT IS PINK. 

IT IS STICKy. 

IT HELREP ME ANP MARCy. 






ON THE BRIGHT SIPE, IT'S NOT A THREAT, LIKE PRACTICALLY EVERYTHING ELSE ! 
ANP THAT'S WHAT I SHOULP FOCUS ON NOW-PEFENPING US FROM THE REAL 
P ANGERS OUT THERE. 

WHILE I P 0 THAT, I NEEP TO CULTIVATE MARCy'S MINP. I MUST CONTINUE 
TEACHING HER THE BASICS-REAPING, WRITING, ANP MATHEMATICAL SKILLS. 
EVERy NIGHT AFTER HER LESSONS, WE PRACTICE KUNG FU MOVES FROM 
THOSE SELF-PEFENSE POOKS I FOUNP. 

HER SURVIVAL MIGHT PEPENP UPON IT SOME PAy. 


WHEN I'M NOT AROUNP ANyMORE. 


PAy UO-SOMETHING 



OK CAP'N MARCy, yOUR MISSION, SHOULD yOU CHOOSE TO 
ACCEPT IT, IS TO WRITE POWN THOSE COOL PREAMS yOU HAP 
APOUT HAMPO! POlH'T FOR6ET TO DPAlW PICTURES! READy? 60!!! 
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pa y 50-son\ethin&tsb 

"TproNvisep not to, "but i felt m urge to Wear the 
rrnM TOPAY it N\APE fAE FEEL CRAzy AGAIN. NO N\OREl 
WOE KEEP MOVING AROUNP TO AVOIP THE HOT SPOTS WHERE THE 
CREATURES SEEfA TO BE PLENTIFUL. POWNTOWN, IN A RELATIVELY 
SAFE AREA, I FOUNP THE LEAST-WRECKEP PENTHOUSE APARTMENT 
IN AN OLP SHATTEREP HOTEL. AT NI&HT WE'P LOOK POWN FROlt\ 

THE BALCONY OVER THE EXPANSE OF THE RUINEP crry. ANP THAT'S 
VI HEN lAARcy SAW SOUTHING ANP TOLP IAE TO CON\E OUTSIPE. I 
LOOKEP OVER THE R AILS WITH HER ANP PIPNT SEE AN/THING AT 

FIRST. THEN SHE TOLP IA.E TO SQUINT tty EyES, ANP SHE POINTEP 
THERE WERE THIN6S IAOVIN6 THROU&H THE STREETS RIGHT 
BELOVl US. THEY WERE LIKE PEOPLE, BUT FLOATING-, TRANSPARENT 
SOIAE WHITE. SOIAS REPPISH, SOfAE BLUISH. OUR EyES HAP TO 
6ET USEP to IT. you HAP to SQUINT JUST RI&HT to SEE THEfA 
ANP THE fAORE VIE LOOKEP THE IH\ORE VIE COULP SEE. 

THEy VIERE EVERYWHERE. 


6HOSTS. 


IT WAS AS IF THE POPULATION OF THE CITy HAP TURNEP INTO 
TRANSPARENT &HOSTS, HUNPREPS OF GHOST PEPESTRIflris 
WALKING UP ANP POWN THE STREETS BELOW. I PONT KNOW IF 
THE/ KNEW WHERE THEY WERE going. 


WHEN tty EYES APJUSTEP ANP I COULP SEE THEfA. BETTER, 

I WAS STQNNEP. I TOLP GUNTHER TO WAIT, ANP I RAN POWN 
the STAIRS TO the street. 





/It 


0m 
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THFRF iMAO MOTHXMG THFRF. THF OTRFFTO IAJFRF Ffppry. 

_X RAM Up AMP 901MM THF B0ULFVAR9 iNHFRF XV OFFM A 
CROIN9 iNAUCXMG XtOT TFM l\\XMUTFO BFFORF. BUT THFy lAlFRF 
GOMF. OR lAlFRF T(^y 7 OMCF XM A iNHXLF A iNAVF OF COL9MFOO 
^JOUL9 PAOO THROUGH N\F, AM9 iNHFM I L00KF9 XMTO THF 9X0TAM- 
CF AM9 0QUXMTF9, X COUL9 OFF THXM&O IH\OVlMG FAR AlMAy. 

INAO X LOOXMG ^y IHVXM97 MO, BFCAUOF IWARey OAUl THFl\\ TOO! 

AM9 A FFIA) yFARO BACK, X MFVFR iMOULO HAVF BFLXFVF9 THAT 
A CROlNM INOUL9 MKF L £UITATF, AMO BLAST XCF 

FROlHV IH\y HAMOOl OR OFF A CXTy FULL OF GHOOT PF9F0TRXAH0[ 

iNAO X &OXMG CRAzy? HOlM (XyUCH OF XT iMAO RFAL, AMO HOlM fpUCH 
INAO HALLUCXMATXOM 9UF TO THF CROIMM7 

I iNFMT BACK UpOTAXRO AMO pLAyF9 HX9F AMO OFFJC iMXTH (\\ARey 
IM THF INRFCKAGF OF THF APART|\\FMT UMTXL OHF GOT TXRF9 
AM9 X PUT HFR TO BF9 AM9 iMHFM OHF CLOOF9 HFR FyFO, 

I fgLT OOKVFTHXMG. OOfPFOMF iMATCHXMG UO. 

X TURMF9 AR0UM9 BUT THFRF iMAO MOTHXMG THFRF. 

MOlN X 90MT KMOlN iNBAT TO THXMK. 

THFy KyX&HT BF FVFRy^HFRF, LOOKXM& AT UO FRON\ 

A 9XFFFRFMT OXN\FMOXOM. 



OY, <W\R.CkLlME,vfS 


Ll OUTLINE' «\y HftN D TO ATuM^y AND THEM you tWE ONE 
our OF youp.5 ANP THEN W6 MAINE OUp. TuRKE/S. REAP/ 7 (JO 7 
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P4V IJj 

Let's tust s4y it's My 74 . tMt vWy 1 c4F st4rt 
FRES 4 yiXT+f 4 mii FUfAfrERIFCf sySTEffl, £UT W+fO KFotfs? 
I F4V£(\T ylRITTEF IF yiEEKS, I LOST TRftCK 


ITS ffly ffllFP I C4FT \fc4R T4IS CROVlF -fHlyfflORE. 4UT I MV£ 
to vte4R it to Protect us. 

4Lso, ltd -ftfWiner sofflE Pm R£T4Ws if W44rs Left o F 
ffly FOOR, FRIEP frRfflF- 9£ SFITE ITS PR-fM'MCKS, T4E CROI^F 
MS CrlVEF ffl£ SOffl£ FRETTy CRtey IFSIWTS, GfUFTHER' 

1. SO-C4li£P WOSTS OR f ' ^ ^ £ M/t L FF£Foffl£F4. 

UFPER CERT4IF CIRCUfflST4FC£S, C4F PE RHVft FF£FOffl£F4, 
T4E RESULT OF SOfflE ME// FORffl OF SUMTOffllC STRUCTURES 
TfftT 44VE ffl4P£ ffl4TT£R fflORE FLiPPLe S0ffl£404 

Hoyl, I POFT KKoyl IF I S4/I T4ESE WOSTS, OR IF T4E 
cpc, : yif( s4/'l T4E Q40STS OR IF I’ffl FCIFF FOSSESSEP 
P'1 SOfflE SORT OF FeWt T44T cM ifV 4P£ ffly ffliiyp? 


soRRy for tfe ruf-of seftefces. Feep to Focus. - 

If T4E CtFOSTS 4RE RE4L (4FP T4£y C£RT4lFLy SEEffl RE4L) 
ffly erUESS IS T-H4T T4EIR SUMTOffllC MRTIC/.ES ffllW 44V£ 
4 PTFFEREFT ViFrFTIOF FROffl T4E ffl4T£Rl4L l/foRf-P, yl4IC4 
imES T4Effi IFVlSlFU to US, FUT SOfflEFOVI T4KIF£f UF T4E 
s4(fl£ sF4ce, 4FIF TO S'/JlTCFIFF cMFFfits OF 4 TV. I 4FVE 
(^o iP£4 I'ffl t4Lkifgt 4Fout, 4FP 1 4PffliT I'ffl teeterWt 
of FoiFT Coffers riw fovI Fut tfere it is. 




tfere's Mo 1*14/ FM ORpxn-ftey cfi/-P coa Lv survive F 
yiFR t+PFt /Iifep out tfe rest of FWWTFy is it fossiF/e 
TF flT fflFRCEflME FRRlVEP HERE f ROffl OKE~&F TFESE OTFER 
RE-fM-WsZ FER SKIM FAS TFFT STRftKGfE FUE TO IT FERFFFS 
the FMsiteR Lies im fer PMF tfe mote i f oump IM KWRcy's 
SOCKET sFlP TFFT FUMSOM FfFPEER IS FER FFTFER. fflFyFE 
TItEy ARE FOTF FROfA OME Of TFESE OTFER PlfflEMSIOMS, 

TfiP ffiFRCy Ms SOffiEFOlfl sv'IeFt IMTO TFIS OME? 

5 . I'VE Ff-PEFPy PISCUSSEP TEE FsyCFOfflETRy FsFECT OF 
T+tE croM, £>ut MOT tfe vWy it Ms CFFMTEP ffly Fopy 
IMRcy sFys eFcf TifflE i vteFR it, ffly fFir toes i/Hfiter- 
■fHHP [outer FMP ffly Uose cjets Fitter! see Totp ffl£ tfFt 
l USEP TO REVERT FflCK TO MORlW VdFEM I TOOK TFE CROV«M 
OFF FUT MOVl I FfA TFFT ylEIRP CROM FERSOM ML TFE TlfflE. 
TOPft-y I cFUTFT F TtlfflFsfi OF fflysEf-F IM TF£ sFWy FFrt 
of FM oLP sFoom i tFsFep Ft /IfFt i Look Like moiA 

X FfA FlfflOST COfflFtETEty UMRECOTMIzFF/E, FOV« COUfP TFE 
cRoiflM Effect ffly FFysicFl Fopy Like tfFt? 

Lj . I F ORVET |AfFT MUfAFER M- IS you SEE, I'ffl f-GSIMT IT 

I'ffl fortettimt tfiMTs FU-TFe TifftE, ffly ffliMP USEP to Fe 
F steeL trFF 


C4( I RElflEfAFER ^FFT MUfAFER 4 IS ttWRCEtlME TFE SWEETEST, 
fummiest sIWrtest, P£FR£ST LittLe tir L im tfe V«ORlP 
X FfA SO f-UCKy I FOUMP FER, 

x fflUST KEEP IT TOTETFER FOR FER, SFE TlVES ffly LlFE 
F FURFOSE, SOffiETFIMT TO f-lVE FOR, I'P PO FMyTFIMT TO ^ 
FROTECT FER. 

W&mU 

s-f+e tneeps fOe, W x *\bev xher. 
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9 Ay iflHATgV&R A&AIM 

ITS BLLM AP0UM9 THPLL yLAPS SIMCL IAy LAST LMrpy, 

(MVAyBe IAQP£ A LOT HAS &OML 90lNM. 

X 9 L 9 IMITLLy LOST IT BA9 THL LAST TlfH\L X iNOPL THL CPOlMM. 
HOMLSTLy I'P HA VL TO HOMLSTLy SAy THAT fX\y (H\XK 9 XS (\\OSTLy 60ML. 

■ lAle LM9L9 UP XM A BUMCH 09 TIGHT JA(\\S, N\APcy AM9 N\L. X HA9 
I TO PPOTLCT US 9P0IA ALL KIM9S 09 l\\APAU9IM6 CPLATUPLS 

\ 1 AM9 X HA9 TO PUT OM TH9 CPOlMM A COUpLL 90aLM TXK\9S 0V9P 
\| TH9 PAST THPLL yLAPS AM9 XT HAS TAKLM ITS TOLL 

* X 90K60T! X 90PG0T X 90 PG 0 T TO SAy X HA9 l\\y iMALLLT IM 
TH9S9 PAMTS 90P THiPTy OP LVLM 90PTy yLAPS AM9 MOlM 
v XT'S GOML! THIS POCKLT PIGHT HLPL iMAS 9ULL 09 THIMGS AM9 
^ MOlM XT'S MOT. MOlN XT'S A Syf1\B0L 09 iMHAT X'(\\ B9C0fH\9, 

AM 9Hypry POCKLT THAT USL9 TO BL 9ULL 09 VALUL AM9 
XS MOlM TLLTLPIMG OM BLIM6 iMOPTHLLSS!! 

Brrryl you SH0UL9 BL HLPL WlITH M you C0UL9 HAVL HLLpLP N\9 
TAKL CAPL 09 l\\APey AM9 X ^JOULOMT HAV9 SCPHNL9 Up BLCAUSL X 
B9T you iNOULPMT LLT N\L iMLAP THL CpOlMM, y0U'9 PPOBABLy TAKL 
XT AlMAy AM9 BUPy XT S0N\9lMH9P9 SO X'9 MLVLP FXM9 XT, SO ALL 
THIS U\) 0 UL 9 MT HAV9 9V9M STAPTL9 AM9 X'9 STILL BL U\IITH yOU, 
PPIMCLSS. Ifl9 IN0UL9MT B9 HLPL BUT AT LLAST lAlL'P BL TOGLTHLP 
AM9 THAT'S S0NV9THIM6 X SMT IT 

B9TTy N\y PPIMCLSS you C0UL9 SHAPL AM ICL KIM&OOfp IMXTH N\9[ 
m C0UL9 PULL ALL THL ICICL9S T OGLTHLP AM9 IAI9AP POyAL P96AL 
POBLS IAIXTH PLALLy COOL SM01AI9LAKL 9LSX6MS-yLAH((! SM0lA)9LAKLS| 
BLAUTX9UL SM01N9LAKLS THAT MLVLP N\LLT( AM9 ICICLLS APL ALMOST AS 
CODI thlV'JRL 9P0ZLM SpLAPS yOlNLLLLl. X iMAMT AM APSLMAL 
09 ICICLLSIMUMCHUCKS (\\A9L 9P0fP XClCLLSl AM9 SM0UI9LAKLS 
SHAPL9 LIKL THPOlNXMG STAPS! iMAIT, THAT'S BACKMPP BUT yOU SLL77I 

I OH0UL9 BL OM (Ay TBPOML XM THL ICE KIM&POlW AM9 POLAP 

T?rAPS AM9 PLMGUXMS TO PPLSS N\L XM THL l\\OPMIMG SO I'LL LOOK ALLS 
AMD LIGHTS 90P fAy BLAUTX9UL PPXMCLSS BLTTyl BLTTyf pLLASLl 

X WILL uoxix you BftcK 50N\e v^[ x pmxse! x uove you! 


t'N\ SORRy THAT I NyTSS BETTy SO N\UCH. I LOOK AT HER 

photon evERy PAy. i neep to protect N\ARcy anp 

BE THERE FOP HEP, BUT X THINK BETT/S PICTURES APE THE 
ONty THING KEEPIN6 NVE ALIVE BUT I CAN FEEL IT SLIPPING 
ftvMfty, N\y SANiTy, i IWEAN. 

I GET SO NUTS THAT N\ARcy POESNT 
TRUST N\E ANyN\ORE. Kv/ lUOPST NIGHTMARE IS CODING 
TRUE. FIRST BETTy ANP NOlAl f(\ARcy 
IT'S HAPPENING AGAIN INHAT HAPPENEP BETWEEN N\E 
ANP BETTy. THIS IS TERRIBLE. JUST TERRIBLE. BUT I 
SEE NO AROUNP IT. 

p ft y AFTER PAy XT 7UST GETS iNORSE. yESTERPAy 
I ATE A PLATEFUL OF PIRT ANP PANCEP Up 

ANP POiftl THE STREET IfllTH A MANNEQUIN. 



EVEN (MEN I PONT UJEAK THE CKOlMN, X FEEL (X\/ MlNP GOING. 
X PEAK XT IS TOO LATE TO TUKN BACK. 


MAT MLL X PO (A) HEN SIMON PETKIKOV IS COMPLETELY GONE? 
MAT MLL X PO IE X LEAVE MADELINE . . . Oft IMOKSE, XE SHE 
LEAVES ME? IMHO IMILL TAKE CAKE OF HEft? (MHO (MILL TAKE CAKE 
OF ME7 



X NEEP TO PEPICATE ALL MY SANE TIME TO FIGUKXNG OUT 
HOlM X CAN HELP HEft. I MUST FIGUKE OUT VJHEKE THIS 

•hunson abapeek* is anp keunxte MAKcy imith hek fathek. 
xt xs My pvtry. x sujeak 1 can po it. 



X MUST fxnp HIM befoke THE CftAzINESS 
takes me ovek completely a# 

5*1 . 

TOPAy iMAS THE most LUCIP PAY I'VE HAP IN yEAKS, 

y/ so i mntep to imkxte something, anything, i see that 

MAKcy'S BEEN USING THIS NOTEBOOK TO SAVE PKAlMXNGS 
ANP MEMENTOS. GOOP FOK HEK- 

I'M so GLAP X TAUGHT HEK HOVJ TO ftEAP ANP iMKITE 
SHE'S EYT^AOKPXNAKXLY SMAftT, BELIEVE YOU ME. ' 






PAy whatever plus one 
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What a DAy/ 

Nyy HEAP IS- STILL SPINNING! 


I ENCOUNTEREP HVY FIRST NON-OOOzER 
CREATURE, A SCALy BEING WITH -REP SKIN 
ANP A HEAP THAT WAS ON EIRE, BUT WITH 
AN EVEN BLUE FLAlAE, ALMOST LIKE 


/A 

1 

1 

\\ HXlXV WOKv A PI9TAMCF (H\0VIK6 

n 


f/. 

| ) THROUGH THF HlRFCKA&F- FA^CIMATFP, 
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Jj x FOLXO^P HlNV A^ HF iNARPFRFP 





1 OPP ARRORTfW^RX OF XTFKVR AMP 
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! PUTTING THEfA, IN A PAPER BAG. 
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A FEW yEARS AGO I WOULP NEVER HAVE BELIEVEP SUCH 
A CREATURE COULP EXIST, BUT HERE IT WAS, IN FRONT 
OE NyE, CLEAR AS PAy. 



AS I MTCHEP, A GUST OF MNP CAfAE Up ANP BLEU\I 
OUT THE FIRE ON HIS SCALP HIS HEAP STARTEP 
<;NyOKXN& LIKE A BLO^N-OUT IAATCH, ANP HE yflENT 
COMPLETELY ApEl HE PANICKEP, 6RABBEP HIS 
BAG ANP RAN SCREAKING INTO THE RUINS 
OF A GROCER-/ STORE. I SAlM HIf<V RUMMAGING 
AROUNP IN THE WRECKAGE UNTIL HE FOUNP 
A LIGHTER ANP RELIT HIS HEAP, 

OBVIOUSLY RELIEVEP. 


IDHEN THE FIRE-HEAPEP BEING SAlM ME STARING, HE PUCKEP 
BEHINP A CHECKOUT COUNTER ANP KEPT PEEKING OUT AT ME. 

I yflAVEP AT HIM LIKE AN IPIOT ANP SLOMy MOVEP CLOSER 
UNTIL I 'HAS WITHIN A FElM FEET I COULPNT HELP STARIN6 
AT HIS HEAP 1 COULPNT FATHOM HOUd FLAKES, SUCH A 
BLAZING ELEMENT, PIP NO PARAGE TO HIS BALP SCALP 

I ASKEP HIM yNHO HE MS ANP MS AMAzEP y/JHEN 
HE AUSV1EREP IN ENGLISH HE iMOULPNT TELL ME 
HIS NAME, ONLY THAT HE MS FROM ANOTHER 
REALM CALLEP THE NIGHTOSPHERE. 

HE SAIP HEP FIRS’! BEEN SUCKEP INTO 
OUR iNORLP yMHEN THE BOMBS MNT OFF. 


ANOTHER REALITY? IWBE THAT'S HOlfl MARcy HAP ENPEP Up HERE! 
I ASKEP HIM IF HE KNEyN MO HUNSON ABAPEER MS HE SEEMEP 
SHOCKEP THAT I KNECM THE NAME HIS E/ES MPENEP, HE 
SHRIEKEP, ANP— GET THIS— A BflKflNA FLElll OUT OF HIS EARl 
A BANANA. yELLOWl, CURVEP FRUIT. THAT'S THAT ABOUT77 

t^\e , 

tl|\S PEUCIOUS- 




m GRABBEP ft NvARKJSR ftNP PRElM ft LARGE MAGICAL SyN\BOL 
ON the MLL. THEN HE SPLASHEP IT VAlXTH ft QUART OF 
filUC ANP BEGftN WRWRING AN INCANTATION. 


I K.NEVM E^ftCTiy ^IHAT THIS FLftlX\E BEING 1AIAS POIN&! 

IN OUR STUPIES OF Nvft&ICftL CEREMONIES, BETTy ANP I 
HAP RESEARCHEP TRflNS-PlMENSIONftL RITUALS. HE MS 
TRyiNG TO CREftTE ft SPACE-TIME OPENING TO RETURN 
TO THE nightosphere! 

SUPPENLy THERE lAAS ft FLASH OF LIGHT, flNP ft Rip IN SpflCE- 
TIR\E VIOLENTLy OPENEP HE STARTEP TO CLIN\B THROUGH 

IT I IF I MNTEP TO FINP ABAPEER I HAP TO THINK FAST, 

IUST AS HE POVE THROUGH THE OPENING, I STUCK t1 \ y ARM, 

IN THE HOLE. I FELT HIS LEG ON THE OTHER SIPE ANP 
&RABBEP HIS ANKLEl. HE TRIEP TO SHAKE N\E OFF, THEN 
KICKEP ME BftcKlAftRP INTO A PILE OF ROTTEP FOOP 
HE LftUGHEP ftT M\E ANP PISAPPEAREP INTO THE OTHER 
PIMENSION. THE Rip CLOSEP, ANP HE iflAS GONE, 

IF I CAN JUST KEEP N\y HEAP TOGETHER AN P N OT CRACK Up, 

I NOlA HAVE ALL THE PIECES I NEEP TO FINP HUNSON ABAPEER. 

I KNOlfl My MINP IS GOING. THE PAy M COME THAT I CANT 
CARE FOR lAARcy ANy LONGER. I’LL BE A PflNGER TO HER 

I HAVE to PetieVe that i cAH £M2 A sAFe KAAce For her 
i HO PE THE ■fxjoK perry AHP i /Irote coitrAMs the rituAL 
HECESSARV TO REACH THE NIGHTOSKHERE. 

at Long LAst, i Ktlov'l vIhere i CAN Finp HUN'SOK ABAPK&R- 


d- c- 



P4v t'lftftTeVeR FLus % 

IF I'ffl HOT €f©Hl6f HUTS, I COU LP PE RKWT 
tfis FL4fd£ FeiHT 4HP IWtecy ffliw 44V£ 4 rriV£P 4£R£ ih 
4 SllfllL4R IXWHHER. V'lttFH T4E FofflFs VteHT OFF SOl'flEFOI/'l 
T4E ML pETMEE PlfflEHSIOHS RIFFEP OFEH 4T PIFFEREHT 
^ pUk.es, 4HP T4E FIR£ FeiHT 4HP IWRcy FOT4 sLlFFEP 
T4ROUT4 TO fiflSTit 

MvPe ftWRcys soffl£ wp of ayfeRip? i mo tuessep 
“ FROffl T4E HOTE IH 4ER FOCKET f 44T 4ER fflOTFER 4ffP 

^ 1 /UritteH IT 4HP FROffl 4£R FrtHPlflRiTiHer I GrUEss £P T44 t 
s+t£ Ms 4 horIWL 4UIA4H FeiHT? ffl4yf>£ Kfftecys F4T4ER 
4 UHsoH 4MPEER Ms OHE of these Weir 0 Feihts FroIA 
T4E HIWOSF4ERE. T44T ffllW EXFL4IH W+fy S4£'S SURVlVEP 
irt T4IS WorLp V'l4£(1 T4£ IWroRiTy 44VEHT IF s4£'s 4 
4 /FriP, fep,44Fs FftLF 4£R Popy is ViFrFtiht 4t 4 
p If rf eR EHT LeVeL. piFFereht re4KAs 4HP Piffereht pma 
yi44T couLp s4£ PE ? 4HP V'l44T POES T4IS IAE4H? T4E EHP 
OF T4E WOR Lp OR T4E FETIHHIHT Of SOfflETFIHT UHT4IHK4N-E? 



OH BAITS 

tFIHTS 4R£ erETTlHEr FLurr/ 

C-ftfT Focus. 

IF OHty FETTy Ms FERE MTH ftVE S 4 E COULp 4 ELF (fl£ FOCUS 

4HP FIGURE OUT T4£ fflySTERy, T4£ fflySTERy OF IWRCy, 
tf4t souHPs Like 4H o Lp soHt FroIA t4e oLp P4ys. (A4H, 

po I ffiiss T4E R4PIO, T40SE 441 ST4TIOHS TOT OH ffly HEROES, 
4UT T4E Fffl ST4TIOHS VfeR £ 4VtesOlA£ 4HP I LlKEP T4£ 
rfleUoW ViFeI 



I ylROTE POVllH T4E HUIAFer OH T4£ PI4L OF T44T R4PIO ST4TIOH 
I IlKEP IT 44s IH ffly 44LLET I T4IHF, FUT ylFERE’S ffly MLLet 
noil i Lost it yl4£H T4£ vH4r stFrtep 4HP ffly Left re 4 r 
F4HTS FOCKET FEELs PIFFEREHT TF4H T4E RIW RE4R E4HTS 



OW/. X THINK. IN\ LOSING IT FOR REAL. I AN\ THINKING OF A 
KINGPOlHV A KINGPONV OF ICE. IT'S N\INE. N\y KINGPONl 
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I HOPE I CAN WRITE AGAIN. I'LL TRy. BUT IF I CANT . . 

£ X KNOW WHAT TO PO. THIS WILL BE Hyy LAST SANE ACT I WILL 
f GIVE THIS JOURNAL TO IX\ARcy, TELL HER TO KEEP A RECORP 
f I'LL KEEP ft\y NOTES WITH H\E FOR POSTERlTy. IF I EVER 
t COLLECT THEN\ INTO ANOTHER BOOK, I'LL PEPICATE IT TO 
U N\y parling BETTy. 

- I PONT KNOUO WHAT'S GOING TO HAPPEN IF I LOSE N\y N\INP 
FOR 600P- I'N\ GOING TO TALK TO f1\ARcy SOON ABOUT WHAT I 
HAVE TO PO. ABOUT LEAVING FOR Nty ICE KINGPOffd No! 

STOP IT! IF I EVER ACCIPENTALLy HURT HER WHILE IN THE 
NVANIC STAGES OF M\y N\APNESS, 

I COULP NEVER FORGIVE NyySELF. 

I PROMISE I WONT LET THAT HAPPEN. 



& 




\ u x icMOW I CAN CONTROL ITSELF FOR A WHILE LONGER. 
' ' BUT SOON WEEKS OR MONTHS OR yEARS FRONV NOW, 

WHEN 1 FINALLy LOSE IT, I'LL NEEP SOMEONE 
TO TAKE CARE OF HER WHEN 1^ &ONE. 



> 

P 


FOR now I CAN STILL BE RESPONSIBLE ANP PROTECT HER 
BUT WHEN IT HAPPENS, I'LL BE REAPy TO PO WHAT I ^ 
HAVE TO PO. 

GOP HELP IH\E. 








I'm so glad you're 
mire nodJ, Scrapbooh! 

I'm gonna draio beauSiFul 
Slnings ir you! 

Simon and 1 have been 
s Saying in an aparhmenS 
ShaS overlooks She ciSy. 

I cannoS believe I Found 
you. Simon has been 
in and ouS, From cool 

■Vo C^C^OO- 

I decided So dJriSe because Soday mighS be my birShday! 
IS's hind oF impossible So beep Srach oF exacS Sime. 

IS's noS She day I luas born, buS around She same 
Sime oF year Simon Found me. 

Anypay, he made me a bioVhday cahe from supplies 
use Found in She old mall. TasSed ujeird buS loohed cool. 

I loved She Fancy candles! 

Hambo and Uncle Simon sang Happy BirShday So me. 

IS all seemed preSSy UJeird, considering iS's noS really my 
birShday. IS's She ShoughS ShaS counSs Shough, I guess. 

Simon Laas nice So me, buS I could Sell someShing 
bJas Lurong. 




DAY AFTER KlY BIRTHDAY 

Simon's been dJearing Vhe crodJr Voo much. He yells 

ouV Vhe dJindodJS dJhen Vhere's nobody Vhere. I Vry 

Vo sVop him, buV he doesn'V seem Vo even hnodJ I'm 
Vhene. 

Today bJhen he ujqs yelling aV nobody and djalhing in 
circles l gave him a banana he gave me lasV djeeh VhaV 
I saved For a special occasion. He Vooh iV and sVarVed 
eaVing iV, and VhaV made him sVop yelling. I hugged him 
and he loohed dodJn aV me. IV ujas as iF he noViced me 
For Vhe FirsV Vme. He didn'V even hnodJ I djas Vhere! 
His loohed aV me and his eyes suddenly djere shiny. He 
hugged me and said over and over I'm sorry I'm sorry 

Klarcy! I'm so sorry! 

Simon said he had seen all hinds oF craz.y visions and 
dJas remembering Vhings VhaV didn'V happen. He says 
he sadJ a vision or me and my mom. I ashed him Vo 
dradj dohaV he had seen, and He gave me Vhis; 



I Vhinh he jusV made iV up, buV dJho hnodJsH 


days and days after mV birthday 


I'm lonely. 

See ThaTP 

Those one acTual Teams l CRIES D bJhile I Laos draejing. 

AS IN SOBBINT 

ThaT s hoda bad Things ane!!! WhaT do you expecTPr 5 

Since I learned To read, I musTNe read ThaT leTTer, lihe, 
Five hundred Times. The One Simon Found in my pocheT 
bJhen he Found me. I cry every Time ( read iT, so nodJ I 
only read iT once in a bJhile. Simon Thinhs iT CJas From my 

moTher and said she musT have been in Trouble dJhen she 
daroTe iT. She sounded so desperaTe, Trying To Find some- 
one To help me. 



I UJish I could remember her and my dad. BuT especially her, 
because she djas There dJiTh me. She puT The leTTer in 

my pocbeT. Fvery day I dJonder dJhaT happened To her. 

And I daonder dJhy my FaTher dJasn'T around. Someday 
I'm going To Find ouT. I don'T even FnodJ iF he's alive. 


Simon said due have To go NOW He said The crodJn is 
Telling him ThaT someThing bad is coming, ThaT dje have 
To geT To The mounTains. He said dje have To pacb 
everything and leave the city pOYj NOWpO W hFW 


I'm sorry I'll UJriTe again dJhen l can! He's craz.y! 




I'm sorry so much time has passed. 

We made it through the treat Tidal Wave. 


IF we had stayed in the city we'd be dead. Simon was 
acting so crawly, I thought he was mahing it all up. But 
he made us climb higher and higher into the mountains. 
When I got tired and couldn't walh Qny more/ Simon carried 
me until we Found Q cave in the mountain. He said We'd 
be saFe up here. 


That First rush 
oF the water 
scared me 

halF to death/ 
but it was 
also exciting. 
The wave Washed 
over everything. 


When the water rose, 
we climbed higher, 
moving From cave 
to cave. Finding bigger 
and better ones. 



It sounds weird, but those were the best times we had 
together. For a short time things Felt stable. You'd be 
surprised how much a secluded caue could feel life a home. — 
Neither oF us even cared to write almost that whole year. 



Wg couldn "V do anyThing buT leT nodurs run iTs course. 

We bJenT bJiTh The FlobJ. The FlobJ Tooh us someplace 
beTTer. We didn'T have To hide From ooozers. And he 
didn'T need To UJear ThaT horrible crobJn. We didn'T have 
To search For Food / Thanhs To The FruiT Trees along 
ThaT jungle mounTainTop. FruiTs I had never TasTed 
beFore in my liFe. A sbJeeTness so sTrong. Here in our oasis 
(ThaT's bJhaT Simon called iT) bje didn'T have To care 

ThaT The UJorld UJas desTroyed, because here iT baasn'T. 

All due had To do baas baaiT ouT The Flood and live Those 
baere The good oT days. 



More and more l appreciaTe bJhaT Simon did For me. I didn'T 
realize iT beFore. I have To give him props For Teaching me hoba 
To bariTe. I can bJriTe sTuFF dobJn nobJ so I bJon'T ForgeT iT. 

I baish I'd albjays KnobJn hobJ. WriTing here seems To help me FiT 
The pieces oF my liFe TogeTher. 





U)Y\m AM 

IF Simon says I'm halF human, halF someFhing else, dJhaF doas I 75 
Simon hod Q guess buF sFill hasn'F Fold me. On QccounF FhoF iF 
mighF hurF my Feelings Fo say Fhe dJord he dJouldn'F say. 
WhaFeven UJord iF Uaas! I jusF Udish I bneda duhere I came From. 

I FJQnF Fo hnodJ UJhaF Fo call myselF. WhaFeven iF is, Fhe -VFing 
FhaF mahes me diFFerenF, iF bepF me alive. IF I'm alive, Fhene is 
a good chance FhaF my Family could be, Foo 




So I've been prying. Only oF 
course djhen he is coherenF 

Enough Fo even bnodJ dJhaF I'm 
Falling abouF. IF's as iF Simon 
compleFaly loses Simon For days. 
1 Fhinh he geFs possessed by 
FhaF crodJn. IF's lihe he becomes 
somebody else. He used Fo come 
bach righF aduay, buF each Fime 
iF Fahes him longer Fo become 
Simon again. 


Simon's science -falhs daere alduays likse magic. He said -fha-f he and I 
ane special. He said dae daere some of She lasf- people lef-f, bu-f -fhaF 
dje'd find -Vhe o-fhers someday and dje'd all have a big parH-y. 

Simon also -fold me dje'd be mee-fing all hinds of ned)J animals and 
people, because -fhein DnA changed and made -fhem differen-f. 

When Simon s-far-fs ran-fing and ac-fing daeird, somefmes he Hells 
me abou-f -fhe crea-fure dJi-fh Mrs head on fire. He says Hhere djere 
plen-fy of o-fher people living in differen-f realms. I don'-f hnodJ 
daha-f in -fhe dJorld he is even -falling abou-f. 



For nodJ, i-f's jus-f me and Simon and -fhe fireflies. All -fhose li-ffle 
ligh-fs in -fhe bJind. From up in -fhe moun-fains a-f nigh-f, you can see 
-fhe fireflies move -fhrough -fhe darechage of She ciHies belodJ. 

I-f's so guie-f and beau-fiful. I-f's magic. 



?ACt\MG DAY 


Simon tol d me he has -to leave. He said his mind is -too damaged. 
He’s ahraid he’ll hurt me. He said \’m -ton young -to leave on my own, 
so hes maVHn0 an arrangement -to mare s wre \’m Oray. \’m scared. 
\ don't rnow what he means. He said he’ll -t-g]] 
ree^>s ^>acring his dogsled. 


^re everything, but he 


He’s really starting -to scare me. \ don’-ir t-novJ how \ can hel^> him. 
\ don’t thinr hes hel^>able. 


He’s been leaving a-t- odd hours and coming bacr carrying all rinds oh 
weird items. The la-tes-t is a win-ter ? arta and a dog sled. Some-times 
\ don’t- Thinr he even recognizes me. Some-times he calls me Gunther. 
Other times it’s ( 'Gi UVO -■"te'T ^ ” 

\ KIcxAVt, <3oyyVVtot^ 

ar^ ng Soc\c s , GoyvWv?T 

Where did he even come u^> with that? 

\m so scared that colder weather will only mate him worse. 

Simon ree^>s his video stubb in his dubbel bag, but he won’t let me touch 
it- 1 stayed outside ^>acring his sled while he recorded another one oh 
his videos. \ could tell he was crying and slicing in and out oh his old 
selh. Sounding scientihic one minute and then screaming nonsense the 
next- Everything he owns and has acquired over the years was ^acred in 
his sled. He was leaving, but 1 don’t rnow where. He ^ust says Worth.’’ 


\ stubbed a hew photos oh us into his ^>arra ^ocret behore it was time 
bor him to go. \ ho^>e one day he will come to his senses. \t V-ills me to 
see his mind vanishing lire this. 

The crown is taring him away bor good. 



>ld Triend 


\ don’t want you To go 


\s -this really -the end' 


Was geTTing warded and hazy 
Before \ was blind 
To all oT your crazy. 


\ wanT you -to tnow 


There's -ton much 


we ve 


T>o you have -to 0o 


?lease, Simon, don’T 


crown 


\’m crying as \ write this. \ don’t want to write abouT how he leTT- 
\ miss him So mwch already. Simon is the only reason \m alive. He was the 
smartest person \ have ever met- He protected ^ n d was willing -to 
lay down his liTe Tor me. \ don’t ThinT \’ll ever see him again. Sver. 


\ went -t-o my bed and \ cried into my pillow. \ thought my heart would breat. 
While \ was crying, \ Telt something under my pillow. 


There was a sealed envelope on my bed addressed to me. 


N\f Sjm^rlWvf, 

tp A ZM Hfc T«S£TA£R tjftS CPffe 

\0 ^ feND, 

t f\fl\ so swy y^ -0 to w/jto+ fAvs^^L sd p 

I cm Of)/iyt^M hpy^^Pp ir ^enid PtftL^W 
m Df^^DUS; insane FeRS©/V 1 4¥W£ ^tCofya. £urr/V» 

(WiNG tv^S Letter ytit fEO^Efiv (Y)e in GafAc WAV. 

zi(m 6 ivofest ^o^Je- 

I'/YlteTtNfe W0p9e |W 15 A/o ^ syU/AVTo VEyTViS, 

So WfepeCsOE-S- x «c« Hffe T fv h/ 1 T r Lewti£P 

l ftftVE t>l<COVtPEP SofAeTHtMGr Cp/'Z/ V'lO T GfiAZy iJT€ 
TriE zp/rzy wATccrflfeS SPofpTHs cpAzyfwRr op Ale, 
E/fcN -vvn>M(M )r Soy NDS CRATER |vs AH ANyTWNE 
that t £ser swd to y do . 

f\LL i^now is W yaoevtp KP»% ThkT kdTetn yo yg. 
{■ot^eT £RfE<-TEl7 I'fvtTo Uel? HeLf yoV|. 

grTTfeAS^tfeT |^E|Molf%S OV6PWVA6L IAtS (V\6 AS tteALtZ£t> 
Pjo\n iuwu> /icCoMPLtsA tws. BfeTty An\>i vvfoTe AtooK. 

'f'lE W£°Tfc ft MA T&WTHfcf 1 roEfiH. We WWe f< goop -p> 0 £THER. 
terty tow> t about occult WA(,tC and Aicwtmy a«d TH-erg 
tevmtoN T SctfeNCt AftD WSKS.ITS galiep‘NV/STtc 

-ff gnUftlS and mtP. s PACE-TrtAfe APPLICATIONS’’ 

j'Vt Kerr it Injtm Me guv r>r thcLon($^st 11^10^ 
6rf"f, tb cfsiJ IT E cMet 6f rw®Uc,rtTT of My S/Tc< IT ErfT/. 

SHe ft/AS-feHVtH Lost to me • EEtt/ was L©ST. T °f* 




^io\M t N6T otvLy H W Ta 0?£V IT, £vr STi/Py IV 
oh t woulp nev/ep Bfe ubif f ht£if you, mpcy- 

ftFTEfi Combing ~WW All RtfuALs m H «asH 
OF SMfERNATwpAL SLIT/ M)t TfT ^ECP^PLPy I N CH/ 
set-i TN/t THhT ^otlA Oft\) Sb\VA SopX OF t\NDW ’pNGr. 

OA PfetToW lO^D %JJo\tflsl AS iH6 fc NAMELESS A ^ 

PABMERf plIAWStoH UlOWN (\E 

UNSoSTM^/ft-vtLy.I HfNE wo MSWkfc S MSgeeN 

fnsj\) H 0 ^ yo° GOT tWT> OU-W\fJoALP. x <( AsW^f\US 6 WTPaiP 
tNfom^toK i AeQA^PmW VttSlvTeWTloVfc. 






4trr/ and i Hap documented tap RrruAiw Various c</m 
USHP to Op£N T° OPEN A po^TAL &ET\A/feEN ££f\L(V\$ AubfumoN 

^Pepmmi fN^iT/^s t» baRtH- . 


It wa$ /Rl TtH=R£ fM TmgE ook y $NP evewthWx^ L^imO <\Ay 

TAINS ,T DfP IT, ^AHcHltWx! I CoMLETEPTHE fciTuAU 
the PomLActu/iLLy opened! a &PfifcW£A/ 

APPTAPfeP. 1 SAW P|um£ 0 N And Pf£ Sa^v fyjT^ACHorUf 
hatching the oeh£& through a pi/£^p ptP im r^£ W&& 
THAT StfA^ATeS - OU^ TWO Wofct-P£ 

AfT£|^ I COfv\pUTtD THe RnPJVG' Ip ELL on yoUiE PA/P 
The PoPtal closed anp eysfcyrHW^ went JOaae - 

GOP know; w^ I bl&ftLLXKNOw rs - That t L& fryotf oN M/ 
SLtP^EA^eP WO'Efli N HtKE I WILL ESTABLISH fpX 

^-irHcsPofNA jPiS W /WOITT T-WT^T 


NC? No NO NO Mo no No. 

/}Ll l fiNow.M Net is that 

yoCn^vTfm^E poN£fc~fo RECONNECT 

WTH youp FATHER. 

The spell IS SrinpiE: 

1 . vm'N This mescal symBoL 



-2_.Po USE rH£ P RawInG, IF MfLjS 

3 . HUT UKr'SLEFT to Vo 

3 te/TAT nfejT iA/ 0 ^p s . 



y 0 Biscm 


ETCurv] 

^pitlTuVj 


Poh'tPusE. 74«rTrM6-To rFi/vk f\ Sour /7T 

/)0A^e suPey^v dovwws best cp/ou. t Mope ypw 

■find rHETR^TH of k^/Fo VYU avP were /oi/ cyi«f 
I Hope You FiNP lAlhlar yo^EE St/JRCHMy f ^ m ' 

foP FfP PfZEA/VlI N(j flfiouT- 






t h ME EnCLoSYD fl pi/een/Edi PRESENT foe. YoH, QuiETm, 


f’srviiTMeEf- Jtat t\/ or S Fftow Yoofi (V}oM 1 fawvP 
In Eockt T wHeN 1 EoMnD 7<?u? WHEN Yoo Ia/EPE 

UTTLe wHeW t FoOf^O y ou, IN /a*jC foC^STT )' su fyp 

h rJbT£ Do You (YffelW I ffooN/p y 0L/ ? 

r YVAlTtVE fiF- THB AY MjtfT Tl/HE 7T> SF/otv y>^ 

PqT 1 n MV /V) A £> ESS r foy&OT. 

TWO FhloToS. 

T^y ^ /-RjAcy f=ofc yoy y N\pfecy, 

FROM THE f att. j HopE THET^ >W 

Co-opt yjoW That- Vtn ^ ONC fiNDREHib/D 
you T ^rou apt 7 

Fh'hfyjB 'trj^ ~pb 

Friend 




fCT^E} qFTeIE icy Kju<x&wi ToTH£ N0fiTff{ 



\VS tmow\. 

Ufl, VeF-V- YVX5L_ 

chores 

o 1 ? VWJ 

(yho/tv 


They’re so beauTihul. \ Thinb- I can remember how Hr h<2W, holding her hand 
while we looked out over -the wa-t-er. 

When \ loob- aT The oTher one \ miss her so bad iT hurTS- \s iT weird 
To miss her ThaT much, even Though \ can barely remember her? 

\m so liTTle in ThaT ? hoTo. \ wanT To heel her holding me in her arms and 
hugging me again li^ ThaT. \ bee ? looking aT iT. I wish \ could see her hace. 
huT iTS really her. \U b-ee^> These WiTh me horever. 


KJoyj -tha-t Simon’s ^one, everythin0 has -to change. 

Reading Simon’s le-t-t^r oven and oven a 0 ain as ih i-b would suddenly 
chan 0 e. Giivi n 0 me -this inhorma-tion has starred a million 0 ues-t'£>rs. 

Does this mean \m halh K)i 0 V>tos^>henian wha-tever? l\Jone oh -this mares 
sense. \ canV even remember my dad, and now Wn su ?? osed to believe he’s 
some sort oh dangerous and ? owerhul r in 0 ? lh he rules his own dimension 
why have \ been s-tucr ALOMET7J \h he’s so ? owerhul why doesnV 
he ^us-b come here and 0 e-t me ^ 5 DoesnV he rnow -there’s lire no one 
lehb on -the ^lane-b? \m his dau 0 hter/ Why is -this . . . wai-b, why am \ sit"bin 0 
here asrin 0 myselh -bhese 0 ues-bions? \ should be asrin 0 my so-called ha-ther. 

\’m 0onna 0o 0e-b MX oh my answers hrom him. I’ve been way -boo lon0 
in -bhe darr. Vb’s -bime \ rnew wha-b 1 was and where \ came hrom. \’m 
ready -bo -bry -bhe s^ell. Simon didn’-b sound TOO crazy when he wro-be i-b 
down. Bu-b ih he 0o-b some-bhin0 wron0 or he’s wron0 abou-b my dad, \ don’-b 
thinr \ should -bry i-b by myselh- Who else is ou-b -bhere, thou0h? 

\ve never seen Ol\J6 o-bher bein0 except weird monsters, ever/ 

5 Vcxn| -Vova^wx . ‘SVcx^ Vos\-V\ve_ . 

There must be somebody out -there. 


HoRiMlNA- ft BRS ftCTHRoOCrH/ TWere \S someone else/ 


X SHh-Lret) hnMervtiMQ 
Xr Lire a v>or, \ 


WO r An Army, i ^ 

v-ollow A weeWTS 


Ky senses 
are o^>enin 0 u^>/ 





\ followed the scent \ picb-ed up \ -o a secret camp deep in fhe woods. 

\ VOOM\) TWO UnjWO ^S\\d QS \ 

\’ve been cautiously sfalb-in<0 them 'Ton a weevc. 

They have names. Remi and Rosella. Brother and sister. 


hven more cool, -they re 


WEREWOLVES! \ 


There was a Tull moon on -the -third ni^hf, and Trom my hidin0 place 
\ wa-tched -them -transform Trom re0Lardoorin0 humans fo total Tan0y 

maniacs/ Belie ' ,e me ' d “«fid and s« y ed hidden. \ climbed a hree he 
sleep in and heard -them howling all ni0hf. 



The neT morning \ snuct- up fa fheir camp and eavesdropped on fheir 
conversaf ion. \ 1 earned fhaf fhey were able fo survive due fo fheir 
bloodline. They were also diTVerenf. So \ 0uess Simon’s ranfs about 
people wifh diTTerent LKS h bei n0 fhe Survivors were true. 


Today \ befriended the brother and sister werewolves/ (\ never fhou0ht 
\d ever write that sen-bence/) Remi -beds me they were Tasmanian 
werewolves, also bnown as Thylacines. Their ancestors have roamed -bhe 
forests for 0enerations. He said they’ve been hunted for centuries 
but never exterminated because they always mi0rated a-b ni0ht and 
hid from s\0h-b- He fold me werewolves can do ma0ic when they 0afher 

in lar0e 0rou^>s. 

Rein0 travelers, fheir family members are scattered across differen-b 
confinenfs, buf Remi says that -bhe stnon0 powers of wolf senses and 

intuition -bha-b 0o with their bloodline will always hel ? them find one 
anofher when in need. 

Wicfed, huh? Huh? \ was practically life a WOLF picfin0 up their scent 
and tnacfin0 them down. 

UJOOOO* 

(Tha-b was actually my attempt a-b a wolf call.) 

\’rn luefy -bha-b They’re werewolves, because they ac-bually believe in all 
-bhis weird st<uff that he found out about myself. AMD they believe in 
demons and ma0ic shells and curses and stuff/ loofs fo me life they’re 
perfect candidates for my little demon Summonin0 ritual. 


Checf it out/ 
They can bofh draw/ 
This is what 
\ loof life now- 
DR/VWW RY 

weRewotves// 





So weve bgfin walt-\n0 Ror <^ays on end. \ haven’t brou0ht u^> you-V~now- 
what yet/ Rosella doesn’t talr much, but Remi sure does. \ still don’t 0et 
how these two rnow w here they are 0oin0. A - lot oR h'^e equals a lot oR 
talrin0. he never Opened u^> -t-his much -to anyone before, not even Simon/ 


Rut \ was ahraid to te.ll them about nv dad A-r- t 

and of «ha+ -theyd -tWnf abaa-t me. Bay- when they talted abaa-t -their 
own dad also bein<0 a werewolf, and how the werewolR 0ene was passed 
down Rrom generation to generation, \ saw an o^>enin0 and went Ror it- 
They didnt Rrear out at all and said they would hel^> me/ They said they’d 


actually heard about The Wameless One Rrom their elders. Seriously, 
am \ the only person who didn’t Vcnow about this stuRR? \t Sure is 
start in0 to Reel that way. Anyway, Rosella said that Summonin0 Hunson 
Abadeer to her werewolR clan would be a hu0e win Ror their street 
cred. That they have been wardin0 oRR the evil oR NosReratu (or as Remi 
calls them, “The creatures oR the ni0ht )• \rn not Sure what she’s talb-in0 


about, but she seems to thinV- hel^>in0 me contact my Dad mi0ht all wort- 
out- This will be 0ood, \ can Reel it- 


\ need them, they need my dad. \t’s a total werewolR, interdimensional 
win-win. Plus \ really lire these two. 


They’re, real characters, btw. \T \ didn't mention it beTore, Rosella vceey>s 
to herselT, and Remi has tind oT a lisy> that mates him Tun to listen to. 
From taltin0 VJith him so much, \ noticed \m tind oT a natural mimic. 

\ subconscious! y started imitating him when \ answered him bact. \ caught 
myselT lis^in^ & little a bunch oT times but Quietly cont'colled myselT 
\ ho-^e he doesnt thint \m matin0 Tun oT him. \ cant blow this 1 ' 


GOeSS V\lH/\ \ GGPG 



VJc wT\ begin TVws cnan+ a-v Svjvsdowm 

Voo So nervous, cmcK cxc'hr^dvR ! 
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Day Double Whate^s 

■ 

Well. That s ure didn’t go as planned. For reals. 

We Swmmoned him all right- 

And 

tvvq_ Vv)oc^y.\ \ 

^ * 

The First- ? eo ? le \ come in contract- with and the First- thing he does 
aFtSr meeting me is he waives u^> to them and sucFs the liFe out oF 

**? No« ^ Triends nre ^ w^ered Ws in the dirt/ Vt «as nnthin 9 
to him/ Thats how my Father says hello/ R\y “dad” Hunson Abadeer couldn’t 
have been more nonchalant, or more ^»om^ouS. He brushed it oFF, SucFing 
my Friends souls \ mean, liFe \ should have bnown that whomever \ brought 
to the ritual was going to get their souls sucted. 


He says he suets souls \>ust because he can AKJD to gain ^>ower. 

Which he CO'KTlp)|Cjl^^! U contradicted a minute later 
by saying he wasjV^A/Vv^g_V^ ? owerFul/ 

wv\ia\ isvttFD?!'. 

This is liV-e way too much inFormation For me to t aFe in right now. 

He burst through the portal, devoured my Friends, then wra ? ^ed his 
arms around me liFe we’re su^osed to be cool. Tossed out a winF and 
« Ci V£H ‘fcAEsf !* As iF we hadn’t been separated SS-ThTT t Src ent 
^f my 1'Fe thus Far. 1 always pictured my dad to be a great g^y and by 
the way Rosella and Remi talked about him, he truly was a great g^y in 
their eyes. Rut now my Friends’ eyes are liFeless Foggy holes in their 
hollow, brain-dead bodies. This socfsA 



/Vs asfonishin 0 &s his acf ions were, \ couldn’f helf buf wonder iT -this b-ind 
oT oufra 0 eo ws behavior was -the norm Tor him. Simon did say my Dad 
came Trom a comflefely diTTerenf world. E/ven -though \ hafe him Vor 
Sucb-in0 -the. liTe Trom my Triends, \ need -to humor him because, le-ts 
Dace i-t, who tnows wha-t he could do? \ can’-t le-t him tnow \ don’-t lib^e him. 
\ can’-t wri-te him oTT -too 0 uicb-ly. 


Besides, he's -the only one Wi-th -the answers. There is s-till so much \ don’-t 
t-now abou-t mysel? and where \ come from. \T \ want -to Bind out, 
lm 0 <o>io 0 to have fo asb- him. He fold me fo fare fhe ni0hf and process 
our meefin 0 and well re 0 rouf in fhe mornin 0 . Lite \’d 0 ef any slee^ 
aTter a ni 0 hf lire fhaf wifh my Triends’ bodies lyin0 fh ere/ \ haven’f 
sle^f a winr, and if s almosf sunrise now. 

Ky dad rea^eared in fhe mornin0 in a sheafh oT Tire. He said because 
oT fhe “hel^” Trom my “buds” he had a 0 reaf ni0hf’s slee^> and was 
Teelin0 0 reaf abouf himselT. He hu 00 ed me as a 0reefin0 and was 
exudin 0 a ferrible-smellin 0 smote,. \ cola\({ 'oa.'ce^y breafhe. Wof a 0 reaf 
sfarf fo our second meefin 0 . Kleif her oT <us Sfore much until we 0 of 
fo fhe wafer, alfhou 0 h he rinda hums under his breafh a lof . 

Haybe fhaf s why \ lire music so much. hVaybe \ 0ef fhaf Trom him. 


He led me down a lon9> abandoned pier and looted ou-ir at what was now 

a sea oF refuse and sewage. /V weird Feelin9 ovQ'cca.rr\& me, as iF \ had 

been -there before. He started answering -the Question \ was about to 

ast as i 5 ? he tnew i-t was coming. He s-tar-ted saying -things lite “Loot- tid, 

\ wan-t you -to tnow \ didn't abandon you. You have no idea how hard i-t 

was -to let you 90 .’ \ Felt paralyzed. \ wan-ted ^ 

r u t 7 iresa -to speat, but someth\n9 was 

me. ftll \ coM dc was listen. "Times were -taagh-eMen ,o. tnaw 

-tha-t- Your world was endin9> and my world devolves into lawlessness when 
\’m not there." 

He basically blamed everythin9 on the Fact that the M\‘9htosphere 
was no place fora baby. Haybe he t ryin9 to protect me. 

\’m still rot completely sure. Hes a little tricty. But 1 learned a lot 
when our conversation, or his rather, toot a turn, and he then went 
on and on about all the Qood and evil thin 9 ‘=> hes accomplished. From the 
chaos oF his homeland to his trips abroad soul-suctin9 ho his humanitarian 
wort in the l\) i 9 htosp here . He started to sound lite he was runnin9 For 
r^a^or or somethin 9 > \t all sounded so rehearsed. But you tnow what? 
Bart oF me bou9ht it- He did mate a couple oF selF-deprecatin9 \^otes 
that showed me was wasnt Jf.st a ^ert who yust tilled all my Friends. 

Bottom line This is my one and only chance to 0et ' n touch with my 
demon roots. \F 1 dont Freat out, and he acts a little nicer, \ thint 
we mi9ht have a shot at an actual Father-dau9hter relationship. 

But well see. 


Doy 'iK Pod 

Well, \’m conFlicted about him all right- \ want to hate him, but he really 
talts to me lit-e he cares most oF the time. So a part oF me cant help 
loving him. \ mean, he is my dad. \s that bad? He always has Food somehow 
and is undeniably charming and sometimes Funny. \ have to stop thinking 
abnut what he did to Remi and Rosella. 6ve n though \H nevCr g e ^ over ^ 
it's somewhat understandable, iF \ thinH oF dad as some rind oF 
sophisticated Feral animal. He says that 'r\o.\-i^c£, is a balance. There’s 
always a price. For every give there’s a tare and For every success, a 
sacn'Fice. He needed Remi and Rosella so that he could be with me. 

OF course, \11 never get over what he did. \t was too weird and shocking. 

Rut at least \m starting to understand him and where he’s coming From. 

\ will try to bring up to him that maybe he could help out the rest oF 
their werewolF Family. \t’s the least we could do. 

Later, though. \’m more eager to asr about Horn. Wish me luct. 



/VBO0T HY KOK 

He has a lot- -to say about her, tout every time he starts to answer 
a Question, he thints oT something else. \ thint he’s got a short 
attention s^an, maybe as a result- oT being a ruler and having to tee ? 
tract oT a lot oT stuTT at the same time. He mainly talhs about how 
beautiful my mom was, then goes on and on about the Mightos^here. 

The stuTT he did say about mv mr>^ \ A* v ^ u ^ , , 

l r my mom, \ clont really Teel lite \ can writs 

any oT it down on ^a^>er. \ want to be able to have my own thoughts 

and heelings about her and where \ come Trom, but \ don’t- 

/Vll \ have is the truth through his eyes. Don’t get me wrong, he 
made her sound beautiful and sweet bind wonderful, and \ do believe 
dee^ down, that she was nothing less than that- \t ^ust Teels as iT 

\ would be doing her an injustice by retelling somebody else’s version oT 
her liTe. Its a lot, and \m ^ust starting to ^oocess it bill. 

D/VD’S ?0V\1£R<> 

This aTternoon, Dad -^u-\r on a little “educational show” oT all his bizarre 
abilities and powers. \’m gonna toy drawing them to the best oT my 
ability, but some oT them were ^ust too weird to gras^> and even hnow 
what was ha-^ening. But Vll do my best- 




\\JeNieX~ vT'i g A^iW'ori^ team eov-AcK v \'cr\ao\'T\ c_ 
wvj cKacK ^ocxa\& \o zj ~TR \S C • 

He -told me hes -tavcin<0 m6 someplace really special -today. 

Some-tV\in0 abocA-t" trlse worlds bes-tr corn do0”? 

\ don-t- even bnow wha-t- t-ha-t is. 




Day Whabevs sc^argd 


Wow, whab a day/ 

My dad boob me bo an old abandoned carnival ab \ -he ed0e oh bhe ciby- 

Ab hinsb \ -thought- i-f was <Toin0 bo be extrPmoi 1 . , , _ 

, , , , r ^n^eiy lame. How COLA ^ a ^lace 

bhabs swwosea -to be billed wibh amused ^ , 

v v r K °^ie ever be hun when \bs 

con^ le-^ely em^>by? \ was wron0/ 


\11 admib- 



ib was -^rebby de^>ressin0 ab hinsb- leb’s v^s-b say sbelebon 
clowns whose mabeu^> somehow sbayed on and didn’b decompose 
Wi-bh bhe body is probably -bhe cree^iesb bhin0 \’ve ever seen. 
Dad threw a hu<0e b^m^er banbnum once he realized -bha-b 
living, breabhin^ human beings had -bo acbually be around 
bo mabe his beloved “corn do0s,” bub, in bhe scheme oh 
bhin0s, ib was a biny hiccup in our advenb^ne. We bruly 
had a blasb bo^ebher. Mosb oh bhe rides were sbill 
operable. The one upside bo everyone bein0 dead is 
bhab bhere were no lines/ 


We rode bhe carousel 
bhree bimes, howling 
wibh lauQhber. 

/ 



The cobbon 
candy machine 
sbill worked/ 
hxce^>b hor 
bhe dirb/ 



Then we rode 
bhe Tilb-a-Whirl 
<^nbil 1 ^ubed/ 

Mr was worbh ib/ 



besF oF -t-Fe day, aF leasF For 
me, was ridin0 FFe Ferris wFeel. \f circled 
arocAnd -tvJice, -t-hen Fhe mo-tor clanFed, and 
Hr completely ^ s+ . as „ g cached 

We -tV \ was freafc in g OMt a ll++le b|+ 

We were sfucf aF FFe Foy> and no one was 
abound Fa Fix. iF- “Calm down, Karceline” 

Fe said. “LooF aF FFe wicFed beauFiFul view 

From u^> Fere — there s nn-t-Fin0 Fa worry 
abouF-” \ looFed owf aF FFe visFF and Fe 
was ri0FF- EWen wiFF all FFe devasFaFian, i'f was beauFiFul, and FFere was 
absoWely noFFin0 Fa worry abouF- \ FelF as iF we were on Fa ? oF FFe 
world. TFe seFFin0 Sun in FFe sFy colored FFe ruined world. NoFFin0 could 
0eF aF MS U^» FFere. TFe carnival was our weird, broFen-down Fin0dom, 
and Dad and \ Fad eacF oFFer. TFaFs all we needed. 

TFe wind cFan0ed. Suddenly FFere were clouds overFead, and \ FelF 
FFe FirsF Finy dro^s oF rain. TFe drizzle became a downpour, and FFen a 
FFunder-and'li0FFnin0 s Farm/ Dad immediaFely ^>uF Fis coaF aver me and 
wFi^ed auF an umbrella. TFe SFarm Fa^>in0 on FFe umbrella reminded 
me oF Simon. And even fFou 0F \ was Fa^>y For FFe FiwsF Fime, Feelin0 
liFe \ Fad a Dad wFo cared abouF me, \ Feared uy> FFinFin0 abnuF ^>oor 
Simon, drivin0 crazily inFa FFe F^ndra on Fis do0sled, 0oin0 nowFere. 
Simon did everyFFin0 Fe could For me. He didn’F deserve wFaF Fa^ened 

Fo him. F<or a momenF u^> FFere \ FelF liVce FFe sForm was Simon FFere 
wi'fF us. Tellin0 me Fe was Fa^>y>y \ Found my FaFFer. \ FelF maybe iF was 
Fis way oF leFFin0 me 0o. 

Dad made FFaF weird cacFle oF Fis, did some Find oF ma0ical swoosF, and 
carried me down FFe ruSFy side oF FFe Ferris wFeel in Fis arms in FFe 
rain and FFunder and li0FFnin0. On FFe way down someFFin0 bi0, red, 
and meFal wi'fF a lon0 Fandle Fell ouF oF Fis \^acFeF- IF clinFed and clunFed 
unFil iF FiF FFe boFFam. VJ Fen we 0oF Fo FFe 0round, \ yj>icFed iF u^>. 



Mr was an . We waived under a 

shredded -tar p -to get out of the rain. 

Why are you carrying an axe in your poctet?” 

He br ushed it off . “Oh, this old thing? This is 
the family axe, 'aid. An ancient) evil heirloom. 

“The, Ahadeer 

\ was afraid it had something to do with executions, 
so \ wasn’t even going to ash. \ didn’t want to go 
down that road. “\ guess you’re old enough now. Here, it’s 
yours.’’ He handed it over to me, sort of ceremoniously. 

When \ touched it, a strange feeling coursed through my veins, life a 
i>olf of energy. This axe had some serious ^u^u about it- Aood or bad, 

\ didnt really care. \ts a gift from my Dad, and \ wil cherish it forever. 
Funny how your feelings can change so completely. 

Day b with Dad 

Things couldn’t be better between us. \ anew if there was ever a time 

to ash him to help with the remaining members of the werewolf family, 
it was now. He said he wants to help/ He said, “Piece of cahe/” \ told him 
all about them and the tribe of beings they were afraid of. He laughed 
in my face at the word KJosferatu. He told me \ must not understand 
what Lord of Fvil means. 

He pretty much said that he is the most powerful force to be rechoned 
with, apparently. He said that no monsters, no demons, and certainly no 
middle-of-phe road vampires would stand a chance against him. \ didn’t 
connect the dots on that one. The werewolves were afraid of vampires? 
\ didn’t hnow werewolves existed, never mind vampires. 

We should get to the werewolf camp in no time. Dad says that, lite me, 
he can tract, down werewolves by their scent- He really is life a feral 
beast sometimes. (K)o offense, Dad. Put its true.) 

He said we should be there by tomorrow night- Pretty cool. 



Day 7 wifh Dad 

How cou Id \ be fhaf dumb? Ahfer everyfhing my dad Das -told me abouf 
his “ ? ure evilness,” and ahter whaf he did -to Remi and Rosella, how could 
\ fhinb- he would actually hel^> -the werewolh hamily? \’m gonna have -to do 
somefhing abouf him, buf \ don’f b-now whaf on how. 

\ can’f believe if. We arrived a-t- a frucb- sfo^> on Roufe ?0. We wa-t-ched 
-them ?rom above on fo^> oh the hreeway overpass. Dad insis-ted we 
s-tay unseen and "sco ? e fhings out before we walked info -the cam ? . 
Seemed legifimafe, considering wha-t -they were doing. Thir-ty or horfy oh 
-them stood in a circle around a bonhire chanfing in la-tin or somefhing. 

\ couldn’-t hel^> bu-t fhinb- maybe -they were -trying -to loca-te -their lost- 
brethren, Remi and Rosella. Tha-t was probably v^us-t my g u ilfy conscience 
falhing, -though. 

\ explained -to Dad -tha-t the -travelers helf -tha-t -they were under an 
immense -threa-t. Remi and Rosella had said -tha-t -their ^eo^>le were 
being -targe-ted. They said regular humans were probably all dead 
by now, and so -tha-t lehf -the werewolves as -the closes-t -thing -to -the 
vampire’s havorife hood source. 

“RVab-es sense," Dad said. “Sven halh-human souls mab-e -the blood -tas-te 
dihherenf -than animal blood. \f’s -the nex-t bes-t -thing hor -those 
bloodsucb-ing vampires.” 

Sww. \ should have b-nown -then and -there tha-t something wasn’-t guife 
nigh-t- R>uf ^ny judgment - nas clouded. \ wanfed no-thing more fhan hor 
Dad -to be -tha-t guy who would hel ? me by helping -them. Wow -tha-t \ fhinb. 
abouf if, he may have even been licb-ing his li^>s as he said fha-t gross 
sfuhh- \ fhinb- \ blocbed fha-t farf out. 


We stood u^> there on the overpass ?or a few more momen-irs. \ was 
blabbering owf some ty^e of game ^>lan of how +0 mare our first 
im^ression on meeting the werewolves. Then as we were walring tow ard 
-bhem all around their campfire, \ got the same feeli ng \ got right 
before he att&cred Remi and Rosella. \t was an intense feeling. 

Then he turned to me and whiskered, rinda cocry, “Watch this, buddy.” 

He gulled out his amulet, ^>ut it around his necr, and magically transformed. 
Wow he had a gigantic mouth fWl of weird teeth. He walred u^ to each 
of the werewolf family members, and one by one ghostly blobs few out 
of fheir bodies and down the throat of his revolting demon face. Within a 
minute their bodies had all droned to the ground lire em ? -by corn husrs. 
Lire thirty of them/ Shocred, \ couldn’t say a word. 

HL guicrly returned to his less vile st&te, but at that moment, my dad, 
Hunson Abadeer, loored to me lire the 1 thing \’d (aVL-R S>L-L-Kl. 
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Day “8 wiph Dad (0oin0 downhill Tasp) 


This whole ^>layin0'ip-cool phin0 would be impossible iT my Tapher wasn’p 
such a dimwipped schmwcb. \p’s been a Tew days since his roadside 
werewolT sacriTice, and hes becoming more and more delusional as pime 

passes. Can you believe he phints he helped phose people? He claims \ 
asted him po save phe werewolves Trom phe vampires, and phap’s e*acp ly 
whap he did. He says phap by wi ?in 0 phem all oup ap once, he spopped any 

e ^ re a 9 ains * +^,v Wnd. He said the toe vuUed 

phem, and \ should be phantin0 him Tor only Suctin0 pheir souls/ VC/VH, 
R\GtHT. Thants, Dad. \ 0uess you didn’p till Rose and Rem. \ <0uess pheir souls 
were Tinally reuniped wiph pheir Tam ily in your spupid 0ross soul sact/ 



On a bri^hper nope, even phou0h ip 
mi0hp be coldhearped oT ^e po say, 
phe werewolves D\D have some 

spuTT in pheir encampmenp. 
And phere’s a 0as spapion wiph 
pons oT processed, pacPa0ed Tood 
spill in perT2- c T ^ondipion. 
B/VThROORVS wiph real T.R 
and a prucY^spop shower/ 



Oh, how \’ve 
missed you, soap/ 
\ love you, soap. 


The pruct spop has a diner appached po ip, poo. 

Thaps where \m han0in0 oup now. The windows are 
shop oup, bup ip’s nice in here. The boophs are comTy. 
R\osp oT The werewolves were livin0 Oup oT vans and 
pructs, bup phere was phis one cool, mepal, spreamlined 
prailer phap cau0hp my e y e. \p was Tilled wiph candles, 
\^ars Tull oT who tnows whap, and phese hu0e boots 
phap looted hundreds oT years old. 


YJhen my dad tnocted on phe door, \ didn’p wanp him po see whap 
was inside, so \ leTp Quietly. Mow \m yusp han0in0 here in phe diner. 
YT phe alliances spill wort, maybe \’U 0ep my hands a lipple 0reasy 
spirrin0 u ? some hop Tood. \p’ s been so lon0 since he had 0ood, 
homemade, hop Tooooood. 


Day S wi-t-H Dad 



tv\HT vs Twe DmAl'Stww/vI. 

(kO AHFAD. Sf£al souls. Steal as many 
as you wan-t- Bu-t s-teal my FRlSS?/?/ 

V\lh<o de>£s -irha-t-?/ 



\ was TRV\M^r To be cod. \ Thou0hr \ could mane -the besT oT an awTul 
si-bua-bion. \ -bhocA0h-b The worsT was over. FuT Then he sTole FROH He. 


hvS OX/dRl 

Tha-b is a whole new lowes-b oT -bhe low / 
mu^Mrr HOT FOOD/ Their Treezer had 


nr 


^cxs-b one bi 0 handful leTT 
oT -bhe bes-b Tnozen Tries ever, and \ dee^>-Tried Them -bo 
OjOFDFK) ?FRFFCT\0N. Mice and crispy -bhe way \ L0V6- ’em/ 


\ only s-be^^ed ou-bside because \ s-b^idly leTT -bhis noTeboon ^he curb 
as i-b s-bar-bed -bo rain. So \ le-b my Tries si-b unaTTSnded Tor seriously line 
-bhir-by seconds. 

Fy -bhe Time \ was bacn my Fad was sTuTTin 0 his Tace wi-bh 



Trench Tries -bhab \ had made Tor 

You do |M| vs j) II mess wi-bh a 0irl’s Tood/ 


bVSELF 


Tha-b 0 lu-bbonous \^ern didn-b even bo-bher Tollowin 0 me ou-b when \ leTT 
cr yin0. He ^uST munched away. Vb all came bacn -bo me how he had Tilled 

my Triends, Then Their enTine Tamily. 

\’m in ThS RV now. \ bnow These werewolves 0oTTa have someThin0 \ can 

use a0ainsT him. \ ^ust have To Tind iT- 


DA7 1 WTHOOT DAD 



\ d"A\Ar. We'S Oovdq_ ^ 


Easier Fhan ex^>ecFed. For never having a ^>er nanSn-lr home, Dne 
Fwavelers sure were organized. \ Found whaF \ needed in Fhe index oF 

F^e FirsF old booF \ ^>icFed u ? . Vf was Fhe same portal s^>ell Simon had 

used Fo Summon Fhe “Mameless Cw^o ” \ ^ ,, , 

^ ss Une - ' ^ersonatty liFe FhaF FiFle beFFer. 

I’na SFill Foo Tiled Fo call him Dad ri<0hF now. The portal TiFual worFs boFh 
ways, \ 0uess. 

As Far as Fhe sFe-^s <0o, \ Found Fhe ^ar labeled FOWDOROD BODi H\UF— 
TOST ADD VJATFR. \ drew Fhe Rynda Handala and lured him ouFside. 


\ Fhrew Fhe milF on Fhe f^ar)da\a, and 




£5 [3 OrozH demon Dod, 




Lo 




CrA' 


DAY <1 WITHOUT PAD . 

Lonely a0ain. Loneliness is -the worst, Diary/ \ t-now now that \ toot, for 
granted my time with Simon. He was so 0ood to me. Why did he have to 

0o completely nuts? Mow \ have two “fathers” who are crazy/ Wot to 
mention no friends, no mother, no purpose, \fSt me. 

At least \Vn learning and really 0ettin0 to tnow myself. Unfortunately, 
\m not sure \’m really all that interestin0. 


t S, 






L>a<ddy, why did you eat my tries? 



\ hou0ht them, and they were mine. 



But y ola ate them 



Yeah, you ate my tries. 





And \ cried, hmh Y° u didn’t see me cry. 






Daddy, do you even love me? 

Well, \ wish you’d show it, 

Cause \ wouldnt Snow it. 

Wt/OJ- W,^d aC Hod (O.a-TS hiS dauah-WPihe CWiOc; 









And doesn’t even loot her in the eyes? 
Daddy, there were tears there. 







\? you saw them, Would you even care? 




















a 

V i 
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Wf only Triend now is 
Hambo, bu-t oT course, 

he can’t talt bacw 
-\^o me. \ drew -this 
because \ was bored 

and wanted to see 

iT \ could do a decen-t 
svce-tch o'? him as iT 
he was a guy and we 
were out on a da-te. 


This is really ul-tra lame, But \ don’-t care. Who’s gonna see i-t e>cce ? t me 
and you, Diary? \ can be as dumb as \ wan?. 


Mr Teels lite you re the only one listening, BSCA0S6 VOO AR6. \ still ho^>e 
Tor a living Triend. Somebody \ can trust and hang with. V?’s so crazy and 

dangerous out there, but 1 can handle it- Turns out, \’m pretty tough 

anyhow. The ooozers don’t mess with me anymore Tor some reason 

\ts almost eerie how they seem repulsed now whenever \ stare at them 

and eanccn+rate, Minting '<*> AW AY/" Ha ybe my newfaand de-nan side 

wont be so bad aTter all. \s it possible that ^ust being around 
Hunson made me more in twne with it? 

All \ tnow Tor sure is that \’H need to Tind some more Tood soon. 

There were only so many bags oT chi-^s \ could Tit in my baevg^acr. \ t-new 
it Wouldn’t Teel right staying here at the t' cucT sto^> Tor very long. 

Time to scout out a new crib. A ^>lace that doesn’t remind me oT all that 
bad stuTT that ha^ened with my Tat her. 


h\A LI DA7 1 


SCOOTlVXq MYSSlOVl SO CCES 5F 0 L \ 

As \ y wandered abound, lost. with no sense o T direction, \ remembered 
somethin0 Simon -told me years a0o T>£F0R6 he went nuts. He said iT we 

ever 0o-t separated \ should 0o -to -the old, abandoned mall. 

When -this whole worldwide war s-tar-ted, \ 0uess some oT -the survivors 

se-t <rp -the mall as a mateshitt- _ 

v v-t r-evu0ee cam^>, a sor-t oT biosphere. 

Simon -toot, me -there a Tew -times when he Rirs-t Wound me. The whole 

-thin0 was cxnder0rocxnd. \ mean i-t sanb- cxnder0rocAnd/ Where else -to 

hide out and maybe Tind some cool clothes? Any-thin0 would be be-t-ter 

-than -these ra0s \ Wound in -the vinta0e clo-thin0 s-tore. 

When \ 0o-t here, ^>art oT me was ho^>in0 Simon mi0ht be livin0 down 
here, wai-tin0 Tor me -to come, wantin0 -to see me a0ain. Kaybe he wasn’-t 
crazy anymore? 

Su-t \ should have tnown be-t-ter -than -to thint he could reverse all -that 
terrible dama0e the crown did to his brain. Wothin0 was 0oin0 to sto^> 
him from 0oin0 north. \ tnew he wouldnt be here, but Tor, lite, halW an 
hour, \ yelled his name. The ^>lace has a nice echo. 


YJhen \ loot- down at 
the ern^ty mall Wcom 

the balcony, \ Teel 
twe \’m headlinin0 an 
anena concert no one 

bou0ht tictets to. 

The whole ^>lace is t-ind 
oT snooty, because it’s 
so hu0e, em^> ty> silent- 
Wut. hey, maybe \ could 
use some 0uiet Ton 
chan0e. 



' + hint U 9 tad Sirw1 YMS 'U' h ere. He's toa crazy Ml and \ wcUdnV 
hnov J how to deal with him. When we parted, he barely bnew who \ was 
and was callin0 me Gunther. 

Also, nothin0 he -told me about my ^>ast in his letter matches uy> with 
what little my dad -told me. Idither one oh them was lyin0 or wron0 or 

-they both were. \ didn’t bnow why \ was lebt behind, what ha^ened to my 
mom. \ dont 0et Hr- 

The problem is, maybe \ never will. 

When \ thint about the last bi0 talr \ had with Simon, \ realize it was 
probably the most important one oh my lihe. 

He toor my hand and said his mind was 0ettin0 worse. He said he belt 
lire a bird that needed to mi0rate Worth, and that \ needed to be 
ready in case \ had to 0o on without him. He said he worried what 

csi0ht ha-^en ih he really lost it- 

Then he said the important thin0, that " demon’’ is \^ust & word made u^> 
by tSo^le who are scared. Everyone has 0ood and bad in them and that 
\ should never be ahraid. 

\ thou0ht he was tTHin0 about himselh and his own shab-y mental state. 
But now \ thinr he was tryin0 to tell me that \m a demon. Simon wanted 
me to be OlC with who \ was. 

\ owe him hor savin0 my lihe and teachin0 me pretty much everythin0 
\ hnow. \ miss him so much, the ^oor, crazy 0<uy . \ miss him So much. 

And I’ll always love him. 




\ an©-ther Polaroid 

camera in one ©h -the 
s-tnres— the £Vs-t one 
he hniwnd in yeans 
-tha-t ac-tually w©rb-s/ 

Ur’s way be-t-ter -than 

Simon’s, and -there’s, 
lire, -tons ©h ^rilm. 
Here’s wha-t -the 


^ace !©©rs lire : 




\ always dream - 1 ab©<n-t 
wha-t i-t wncxld be lire 
-t© <0© sh©^>tin0 wi-th 
f-^y m©m a-t -the mall. 

\ wished \ cou Id see all 
-the ^>e©^le cxn-srele-bonized, 
■^re-t-ty and alive, 
and all -the fashion 
and -the beacx-ty. 


\AaW 4- 

Mighttime. This ^>lace is a wrect- now, but a beaut iTul wrecT. This is gonna 
be HCMS Tor a while. \ remember Simon used to tbtTe me to Boot. World 
down here to Tind good literature so he could teach me how to read 
and writs. \ was always more interested in the y>et sho^> ne*t door. 


\ should have been looting Tor something to eat these last couple oT 
days. \m starving. Til We been doing is remembering waiting through the 
st-ores Winding a*** cra 2y Si m an bringing ^, e here as a tid. 



Ma\\ txw 

\ 0e-t i-t- now, why Simon -Wia 0 h-t me +0 read. A-t -the -time \ was so 
annoyed wi-th having -to do ^>os-ta^ocaly^>-tic schooling. Hello, shouldn’-t we 
be loob-in0 For shel-ter on some-thin^? Su-t reading and wri-tin0 are all 

\ have now. Who b-nows? Haybe \’U become a famous author one day. 

Ti^>-toein<3 over ^>iles oF boob-s, \ shotted U-t-tle Women - \ remember lovin<0 i-t 
when Simon asb-ed me -to read i-t -to him. 

The cover SucFs, thou0h. 

\’ve been reading i-t all ni<0h-t. Han, \ would do an y-thin0 -to have sis-ters or 
any sor-t oF human relationship, For -tha-t ma-t-ter. For now i-t’s 
^ust me, my memories oF Simon, my ^erb- Dad, and my boob-s. 



There’s some-thin0 
else here, thou0h. 
T weird vibe. \ Feel 
as \F WOT ALOWF 



VAaW 6 

So, you tnow that weird vibe \ was Beelin0? \ thint \ solved the mystery. 

\ thint it H\WHT H/W6 B66W because t -here was A" T\KlY L\TTL6 Y)0&( 


spying on me Brom behind a tnocted-over bootcase/ 

UOT 





\ thought \ was seeing things/ But he te ? t ? eeti n g out- He was real/ 
An ac-texa) DCXA/ How could he have survived??? 


He’s Sort- oB rus-t-colored. Haybe Some oB i-t-’s dir-t-? \ thint he saw how 
alone and messed u^> \ was. He must have been able -to rela-t-e. He did a 

Bunny, dog-ty^e move -t-ha-t- seemed -to be asting me -to Bollow him. 

EWery -time \ toot a stey> -toward him, he moved away. Little by H'-tr-trle 
he led me nex-t door -to -t-he ^>et sho-^/ 

/Vs Bar as Bood goes, he had plenty- He had survived all -these years oBB 
the leBt-behind doggie treats and cat Bood. He must have had some oB 
that tough Dl\J/V, too. Hes lire me and Simon. We’re alive because we’re 
lucty, not because we’re better. 

Then, the cutest thing ha^ened. This dog was way smart and looted 
lite he was lonely, too. He must^e lited my style, cuz he nudged a do<0<0ie 
treat across the Bl oor toward me, while he ate one and looted at me, 
tind oB an oBBering oB Briendshi^. 


W 1 Ft Fat was the last -thing \ wanted to eat- But \ 

wanted to connect with him, so \ VjoXXT^ S\CXxaju\JLtw4xja^^ 

eon -the tneat and toon a bite. Wot hale bad. Tasked line ^ t butter 
and bacon. 

He wagged his tail/ That did -the trier/ He actually came over to me/ 

\ patted him, and he started nuzzling u^> to me line crazy, his -tail going 
Wild, line \ was his long-lost eriend. And \ guess \ was. \ eelt the same way 
about him and gave him a huge hug. He is j^st so little and sweet 
and adorable. 



VJe flayed all day in -the mall and had 
a blast- 1 eound a ball and bounced 
it down the broeen escalators, and 
he chased it, nnocting over sneletons 

left bind right- He caught it in 
his mouth and ran all the way bace 
u^> to me so \ could throw it again. 


Fe ION Do / / 


At night we ate some cat food 
together, curled u^> in a doggie 
bed, and snuggled, doggse 
and halt-demon. 

Oh, yeah, \ named him 

•SCUVJA&L 

after my favorite deli in the mall. 

\ Love, VDM\ 



dr e/w\ Feaoewce 


Wha-R are dreads? 
Wha-R does i-tr mean? 
When \ 0o -to -Rha-R ^>lace. 
Traveling -to galaxies 

Flyin0 -Rhrou0h -Rime 
and s^>ace. 


When \ awav^e, 

\ can’-R rela-Re. 
Where did \ ^us-r 0o? 

Was -Rha-R real, 

Or was -Rha-R Favce? 

Feels as iF 
\’ll never R-no\M. 


When \ dream 
Mr doesn’-R seem 
UR-e \m so alone. 

\ see -Rheir Faces 
/Vnd all -Rhose places. 
Suddenly \m home. 

I 


r 


Ki^ HTT\He 

\t’s colden t -han \’ve even Felt in the mall at night- \ gnabbed Schwab! and 
snuggled with him under -the blantets on the big doggie pillow. \ ho-^ed 
this cold isn’t Simon’s doing, wi-t-h his stc^id powers. Before \ leFt him, 
he could mane the entine snyline around ws s-tan-t snowing. BnieFy, but 
unlive anything nature could do on i-ts own. This win-ten is coming in hand. 
Sven though i-t’s been Fneezing, my body’s been going -through some 
changes, -to say -the leas-t- Fan-t oF -tha-t is Feeling ho-t all -the -time. This 
usually only havens a-t nigh-t when I’m sleeping. 

\ dneam-t \ was in -the Migh-tos^hene. 

The Flames and seneams and chaos. Vt Felt all -too neal. \ saw my ^>anents, 
-too. Fon -the Finst -time \ go-t a closen loot- a-t my mom in -the dneam, 
even -though \ guess \ was mat-ing i-t all uy> in my head. Bu-t -then again, 

\ t-now \ must have looned a-t hen all -the -time when \ was a baby, 
so maybe my vision oF hen in my mind was neally wha-t she looted lite. 
Maybe i-t was neally my memon y oF hen. 

She was beau-tiFcd, and Hunson was . . . well, Hunson. He wan-ted me to 
v^oin him on his evil neign oF -tennon. \n my dneam \ t-inda wanted to. 

Vt neminded me oF how Simon said he wanted things that he neally didn’t- 
Mr Felt line someone else in my head was telling me to do it- 

\n the dneam, \ was thinning about joining my dad but \ guess \ toot- too 
long to decide because he tnansFonmed into a monsten. He slowly dniFted 
nFF into the Fames and smot^, and then \ was awane. 

All my thoughts have been ^>ne tty loo^y lately. Vet somehow, \ Feel line 
the dneams are tnying to tell me something. Should \ have hung with 
my dad mone, even aFten what ha^ened, and given him the beneFit 
oF the doubt? \ mean, he’s evil, but is a Fenal animal evil? 

On maybe \m ^ust going cnazy. \ don’t nnoW. 





RMX HoRMlMOr WH/VThVhR 


was in bed snu 00 lin 0 wiph Schwabl, 


wren \ naa 






breabphrou 0 h. f\ hood oh merries came hrom some parp nh my mind 
where phey’d been buried. \ remember when \ was a baby, all -the hunny 
haces my dad used -to mabe -to 0 ep me -to spop cryin 0 . \ have 0 uic\c solid 


flashes oh my mopher and my dad hu 00 in 0 . They seemed so in love. 

\ also had dispincp memories oh her palhin 0 in such a nice way abnu-t- how 
s-trron 0 he was. \ remembered more oh whap \’d dream-b aboup behore, 

T ^" 9 V ‘ H * my and dad ^ wnd VW be *, ***- 

beach wi-bh -bhe pier. 


\ -bried -bo unders-band wha-b all my dreams abnup -bhem mean-b, why -bhey 
were all coming ou-b now. Mop much else -bo do around here bu-b analyze 
and wonder. 

\n my shnrp -bime Wi-bh “The lowd oh £viV’, -bhere was one phin0 he -bold me 
-bha-b he emphasized. \ hor 0 o-b aboup ip un-bil now. He said -bhin 0 s were 
0oin0 -bo be chan0in0 in a bi 0 way preppy soon. He said \ needed -bo be 
ready hor some b \0 chan 0 es. 


\ don’p hnow ih -bhis is wha-b he mean-b, bu-b 1 do occasionally heel 0 uich, 
really weird pan 0 s in my muscles and 0 u-bs. \ can -bell some-bhin 0 is up, 
bu-b \ don’-b bnow whap. One weird phin0— Lapel y \ ima 0 ine \ can hear 
Schwabl pal\cin 0 po me. Rup phaps ^usp nups, ri 0 hp? 

Oway, no. RIO. Schwabl is dehinipely nop pal\cin0 po me. His mouph would 
have PO be movin0 hor him po be paining ri0hp? This is almosp lit^e a 
heelin 0 . Uvce \’m readin 0 his mind. Uhe \’m his mind 

or somephin 0 . /Vcpually ip musp be a deep yearnin 0 po UMOVJ whap 
he’s heelin 0 . Mo way am \ hearin 0 my do 0 palh p 0 me/ 


out, MMDS'S LATe^\l\ 

\ should be pack-in^, bu-t -this is -too unTficil -to not wri-t<2 down. 

\ hound a hreak-in^ uniconn. 


A UNI \COAVJ 



now -tha-t \ -think- abou-t Hr, he looted more like a crazy, Oncle Simon 
version oh a unicorn. \ 0uess he v^us-t evolved hrom -the various mu-ta-tions 
hrom -the war, like all fhe o-ther weird crea-tures. 


Vt happened because \’ve been sleepwalking. Tha-t’s ri^h-t. Ky dreams are 
no longer v^us-t dreams. \’ve s-tar-ted sleepwalking in -the middle oh -the ni0h-t- 

This was -the -third -time -this week./ \ -think \ sleepwalked abou-t'FWE. VA\LEuS 
all -the way -to Daniel/ 

Aha-V-h ci^hdr. OcxoteA . 

Ihe. VThvcnrn . Gtov. 


How, y ou ast? Oh, \ v^ust sni'cVe.d ou-t his soul in my sleep, then tried to 
till him. No biggie/ H- actually was no biggie +o him. Thanc^m' wote a ? 
before \ did anythin0 Sexier -weird -to him in my sleep. When \ wote up, 

\ was so treated out/ \ had no idea where \ was, and some taltin0 horse 

was -trying -to calm me down. \ 0uess \ have -to accept that, in my dreams 
at least, \ have -the soul-suctin0 0ene intact- 


1-t was a -total out-o?-body experience, wantin0 to suet Daniel’s soul (/), but 
then it was as i? my humanity Suddenly switched bact on , and \ stopped/ 

Daniel was bfearrely understanding Kis optimism was a breath o? Dresh air. 

\ was having a near panic at tact, thintin0 \ was some sort o? monster. 

He said hed seen much worse. Which tri00ered my Question o? how 
he’s so alive and well. His answer? Bein0 ve0an. \ was all . . . “Ohhh, aren’t 
you all? i mean don’t horses \>ust sat 0rass? He says he eats special ve0an 
0rass. Whatever. \ don’t tnow why seein0 weirdly evolved mytholo0ical 

creatures is still Such a shoct to me. \’m over here tryin0 to steal his 
ma0ic ener0y lite its the norm. 


Daniel is v^ust such a cool, down-to-earth du de. He -things that since \’m 
halh human, \ can totally use my powers hor 0ood. \ s^ent the rest oh 
•the ni0ht with him meditatin0 and worDin0 on my breathin0. Mr actually 
helped. Hes 0oin0 -to be a crucial 0uy -to have on my side. To remind 
myselh -that \’m not my dad and that 1 can stand Dor bett&c thin0s 
than suct-in0 souls. 

Were 0oin0 to meet u ? toni0ht where \ leht him. \ had to come bacvc to 
the mall to 0et Schwabl and ^»aca u^> our thin0s. Daniel’s horsey le0s wouldn’t 
have made it over the city rubble. \’m 0onna miss this ? lace, but Daniel’s 
vibes are dehinitfily rubbin0 ohh on me. \m done hidin0. VJe should all 0o 
Dace the world to0ether. He has so much to tsach me . . . And he ^>lays 

the tambourine. Totally 0onna start a band. 



THOSE NO-€iOOD>, bLO©D§U>CKU^ 



WW t>\X> I LEAVE PANlEU ALU AtON^?? 

He was the most U^Tty-go-luct-y being \’ve ever met. AMU WHAT UO THUY DO?/?? 
They bit his throat/ Uraineid his blood and -tossed his body aside hor me -to Wnd^ 


We had so much Tun -taking about -the -things we would do. He -told me we could 
ride ohh info fhe sunsef together. 



WOOOOH, BRgATHh, HARO/. 

You need fo do fhis fhe right way. ReTore you 0o on a suicide mission, 
you goffa regroup. Re smart about this. 



Those HORDLRoOS THlWLtS must s-till be dose. /VDter wha-t -they did -to 
Daniel, -they’ve had plenty -to ea-t- They’re s-tron 0 ri0h-t now. \ need -to 0 O 
bact- home -to -the mall, 0 e-t con-trol o^ my own powers, and do my research. 
Boot- World has -to have SOR\STH\l\JDr on vampires. Their abili-ties, weatnesses, 
an y-thin 0 . \ W\LL aven 0 e my friend’s dea-th. Seein 0 his lifeless body 0 ave me 

-the same Deelin0 \ had when my dad s-tole all -the werewolves’ sods. They didn’-t 
deserve wha-t ha^ened, and nei-ther did Daniel. The werewolves were -terrified 
oT -these hloshera-tus. Lite an idio-t, \ -thow0h-t my Da-ther was 0oin0 -to hel^>. 
\ns-tead, \ led him s-trai 0 h-t -to -them. Vt’s all my eaul-t- Daniel 0 ave me -the 
coiA'co.Qo, -to believe -tha-t \ can wse my newTownd powers tor 0 ood. 

Those vampires are 0oin0 DOWW. This means war. 




















l-vs~p 

Boots 

Teen Larate Butf'!fCch-in0 Hanual 
Hair Styles for -the Practical Warrior 

'i&m'C First Vampire Hunt 
Stahin0 Hade Simple 
Tae Ifwon Don’t Fi0htin0 Styles -to Avoid 

H\CRoT\TS0 : Throws and Holds 
for the Small of Stature 

Dont Stich- Your Mech Ouf 
Advanced Meet- Protection 

A Beoi\hheRS &,om to fkahtimcj Tajims 
The Toy of Head-Buttin0 

Woin0 Hedieval on Honsters 
Death hers for Preteens 

BLOOD BATH: Bathtub-Based 
Vampire Fi0ht Techniques 


(Bes-f to worst) 


I Hannecrtn 
SVife - peAf 


HAOjAZlKieS 

Blacr Belt C/oth gazette 
fid Commando Quarterly 
0,irl A00ro Konthly 
lOl lethal Ifcts for Preteens 
Punch-in-the-t\)ose Review 
Oronzo Smactdown Weekly 


HAUL SHO??\K]Ly UST 

SWlllM’S (sleefn0 ba0s, camfn0 stuff) 
FASHlOh CH\HP (lon0 underwear) 

KOTOS 0?l0Vt &c SllFVF (mittens, scarves) 
MePTOMeS ClOSlT (boots) 

RNJD KoRe ART SO??UeS! 


Cot food f V qmo'CS, 

1. Tide^ool Surprise 
W. Feline Feast ies™ 

3. NAeaty House Remainders 
H- Calico Cove™ Cat Chowder 
h>. Beef Hountain Ojravy Shooters 
b. Dear Tabby™ White Heat Slurry 
7- A^ocaly^se Heow Christmasberry Sliders 

K\N\ TO-DO UST 

Write Hini-To-Do list 
Sort stuff for Bi0 Hove 
Pact- duff eba0 

Write FVCRY day 

Hercise IVlRY day 
Qiet Schwabl to y>ict OlMl toy 
to tare alon0. 


AKJlMOOKJCeUeKJT: \H THIS JOINT/ 

7ou heard i-t - here Tirsr, Diary. Schwabl and \ have o<wr sacTs -^acvcgd, our 

sleeping bag sr^TTed wi+h snacks, srares shar ? ened, and some nice warm 
fannies/ We’re ready/ Time -to hir The rnad/ 

ZVyv© 4© \C\OC‘Seme Vampire SuVF] 

B>caT beTore we 0n, \ goTTa say good- bye To This ^>lace. 


The mall changed me. \ ThinT Tor The beTTer. When \ came here, \ was 

\cast o . liTTls Tid, alone and scarrd KUw 1 ’ „ , 

s scared. i\j<dw We gor mad skills. \ Tinally Teel 

ready -to Tabe on The harsh world out There. \’m sad To see This massive, 

once-Tl our ishing STruCTwre crumble away. BwT There are a lor oT reasons 

we canT sray here. Firsr oT all, \m ready. \ve s^enT monrhs honing 

my abiliTies, wording ouT, and masrering my Zen Tor Daniel. 

/VI so, rhe more immediars reason is Thar liTTle Schwabl isn’r doing 
so well. \r seems rhar The sreonger \ ger, The weawer he becomes. 


We borh need to leave. 

I’ve learned a lo+- here, 
buT \ ThinT iTs time 

To go. ferood'bye, mall. 

1 11 miss yoo. 




Wa-VcOl/vu?, “t° 
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Day B 

The snow has stored. Climbin0 a mountain ^>ath, still no si'0n 
^ shelter. Mo si0n oh vam ? s. BOT \ CAM BKCLL TKCH. 

Day IQ 

\ see 0iant red mountains in -the distance. Haybe, ^ust maybe, 
-there are survivors u^> -there somewhere. 

Day 13 

\ reached -the to^ oh -the rid0e and looked down into -the valle y. 

\ couldn-t believe my eyes. A hoct. oh shee^> roamed -the meadow 
below. They looted so cu-te. On-til \ no-ticed one oh -the shee ? was 
bein0 dra00ed into -the bushes by a shadowy hi0ure. 

\d hound my hirs-t vampire. 

\ didn’-t bnow ih i-t was -the vampire who 90-t Daniel. \ didn’t 
care. \ cre-^t closer. 0eein0 -this -thin0 in -the hlesh was ^>re- t-ty 
in-timida-tin 0 . He was bi 00 er -than \ ima 0 ined. \ realised -this 
wasn’-t 0oin0 -to be lite hi0h-tin0 -the mannequins at -the mall. 
Vampires hi0hf b act-. Bu-t all \ could thint oh was Daniel. 

\ tnew \ could do i-t- How many tun 0 hu boot-s had \ studied? 


VvIV^cxV- cx ^VrdOeB>v-\. 

I was able to vanish him, bat that doesn't mean 
ip wenp oFF wiphoup a hipch. \ lep my human 

emotions get the best of me. I ? robabl y shoald have gone 
-the spealph roupe, bu- t inspead \ made my presence tnown. 

I screamed " LeOtlO. Pnat SHeep AicxvJ, while chafing dawn 

-the mounpainside. He poop oFF ap lighpning speed before \ even gop close. 
He moved so Fasp i-t was liPe he vanished. 


\ s-tood -there in -the middle oF -the Focp, aggravaped because \’d screwed 
i-t up. This was going Tc> be harder -than \ anpicipaped. 


Then \ heard a smug voice behind me. “Hello, Herman.” He had reappeared 
behind me -the moment my bacP was -turned. He was a real \<erF, by -the way. 

Finally, some worthwhile blood," he smirPed, and grabbed me by -the bacP 
oh my arms, slamming me againsp a free. “Silly. You really phinP you’re a 
ma-tch For me?” 


tipple did he Pnow phap \ was. Perhaps i-t was -the adrenaline or my 
phirsp For revenue, bup 1 Flung him ar-GLAYyi and -threw him down, pinning 
him on -the grass. He was sprang, bu-t \ was way, way spranger. He s-tared 
a-t my eyes, and his expression changed. He acpually panicPed. 

“Your eyes/ They re red/ Wha-wha-whap are you?/’’ 

\ whispered in his ear, -to FreaP him out 


“Silly. Tate a goooood whiFF. Yeah, -tha-t’s righp. Tha-t’s phe smell oF 



demon blood.” He spruggled and sparped po go all lame on me. “Please 
don’p hurt me/ \ have a Family. Fids/ \ have Pids/’’ \ loosened my grip as 
he pleaded, my eyes reverting po normal. T only sucP blood po survive/ 
Mrs nop my Faulp/" he whined. 


\ s-tarped -t-o sympaphize wiph him. Whap iT he cowldnV help himself, like 
phe -time \ *rownd myself almosp sleep-soul -sucking? The momenp he saw me 
hesipape, he phrew me oTT and lunged spraighp eon my neck/ \ guickly 

snapped mysel? oup o? i-tr- \’d been an idiop/ Vampires can’p have Treakin’ kids/ 
He was a monsper wiph no remorse Tor whap he did. 

He looked a-tr me wiph black, emppy eyes. “You have no idea phe bapple 
y owve sparped. VJhen -trhe king Tinds oup aboup y oca, you re so dead.” 

\ leaded on him wiph -trhe loudesp shriek \ 
could musper and drove a spake deep in-tro his 
hear-tr- His body spiTTened as he s-trared in-tro 

■ory eyes, and -trhen his enpire body exploded 
and burs-tr in-tro a Tiery ball o? gli-tr-trer. 

\ rolled back on-bo . , 

r The grass and lay -there in 

shock ap whap had \us-\r happened. T million 

-trhough-trs were -twirling around in my head. 

Tha-t was way -too close Tor comTor-t. 

\T \ had learned any-thing Trom my Ta-ther, 

i-t was -to -trus-t nobody. Especially no-t a vamp. 

\d almos-t le-t my compassion -turn me 

into -tha-t bloodsucker’s dinner. 

You go-t-ta P^rn i-t oTT, KWceline. t-t’s hard, because halT oT you is Tilled wi-th love. 
0u-t you go-t-ta T^rn oTT your humani-ty -toward -these despicable creapures. 

Bu-t -there’s s-till SO much you need -to learn abou-t -this species. <>o much 
more -to unders-tand. How can he move so Tas-t, and why did he explode? 

\ will con-t'hue -to hun-t -these blood Tiends un-til -they are no longer a 
-threa-t To wha-t lipple liTe remains on -this plane-t- 1 will compile a log oT all 
my research. From now on i-t’s search and des-troy. Kin hesipapion. 

K)<dyj Hts £>n. 

ki© there p, HAaftvi- 



Do*j T- 


c\ SUCULSS 


Wha-b a teaming cwfM 2 . 


\vs never been more ^>roud and ashamed of any-bhin0 \’ve done. Reven0e 
B a ? r im itive s^re, ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ fl —— ^ 

creepy, undead murderers can’-b be all bad. \ s^>en-b -ton much -bime wi-bh my 
humani-by shu-b off. Vb seemed necessary fo ^>ro-bec-b us from -bhe varn^s. 
Bu-b now all \ can do is c^ues-bion why \ really did i-b. 


Bu-b \’m worried. Schwabl is sicb.. He needs my hel^. Of all -bhe powers 
\’ve absorbed, f1i<gh-b is -bhe bes-b, so bein<3 able -bo fly him around on my 
bacf is -bhe leas-b \ can do. VJ£ coMer so much ground by no-b having 
-bo walb- anywhere. 



The problem.- There’s very li-b-ble 
food a'coLADd. \ need -bo ca-bch us 
something -bo eat- \’m gonna se-b 
a -bray>, use some veggies as bait- 
Borne cri-b-b&o will sniff i-b ou-b, 
for sure. Hopefully one 
and \ can coob- in a -^ot 
and gnaw on. 


Hy -bra^> worb-ed . . . sor-b of. \ was able -bo ca-bch what \ thought was a 
rabbif. The furry white. ears were a dead giveaway, and \ lassoed i-b u^>. 
Ke and Schwabs were su^osed -bo ea-b good tonight- 

/Vs \ gulled my ro^>e in, \ was baff ed by wha-b \ had caught- 



/V real -) iFe little girl. 

Or at least she seemed lite one. 
She was -terrified when she saw me. 

She looted at me the way \ looked 
at -the ooozers as a t-id. 

Oo \ really loot- that scary? 


\ droned my tight 0ri^ on the ro^»e, and -this warm, Fuzzy Feeling 
overcame me. \ can’? describe how -thrilled \ was to see this girl. For so 
many years -the idea oF hwmans was merely a my-th. The only survivors 
were ^eo-^le With outsider DhlAc, lite myselF or Simon or -the werewolves. 

\ stood there in awe and, without realizing it, \ smiled. Hwmans had survived, 
too. The First smile \d Fashed in months. The girl was plenty relieved 
when \ let her Op. She almost Smiled bacb-, until she got a glimpse OF my 
demon teeth and screeched and ran away. She really booted. \ don’t blame 
her. \ dont have the most welcoming oF grins. \ need to Find out iF 
there are others lit-e her, so \’ll be stalt-ing her now. Lite \ do. 


From a distance, oF course. \ don’t want her to Freat- out again. 


Onbelievable/ The girl belongs to an entire tribe/ There must be close 
to a hundred oF them. They’re all dressed lite her, with animal-st-in hats 
and sweater hides. Awesome camowFage, really. They’re so . . . interesting 
to watch. \ was too young to have any real memories oF how ? eo ? le 
behaved and interacted. And my time with Simon was in a world oF 
our own. We weren’t trying to be human. We ^ust tried to be . . . alive. 


\ still don’t t-now For sure iF the tribe’s human or not- \m lurking 
outside their village trying to . . . wait- Is she telling them about me? 
\ gotta go get a closer listen- 


Well, They’re human, all ri0ht, buT They don’T TruST me at all. Their leader 
is nice but Tin da dumb. \ wenT in to meeT Them and made -the misTat-e 
Oh showin0 Them my TeeTh. JuST lihe The 0irl, They hreaTed. \ muST loot- 
libe some sort oh beasT TO Them, no beTTer Than our common enemy, 
The vampire. \ undersTand, Thou0h. They’ve been Triched behore, \ust livce 
\ was by ThaT \^erT vam^>. 

\ Should still sTich Close by. There are still ? lenTy oh vampires around. 
TV, ey ',e been teeing their distance <fro m m e, For g cod reason , ^ 

This human blood in one ^>lace is a disasTer waiTin0 To ha^en- 


Cx\^ UOQQX- VocV^T... 

-*- 1 " — . 

LasT ni0hT The “Giirl” (thaT’s whaT \’m callin0 her now) had a chan0e 
oh heart and snucT me a Turkey le0, lihe a ^>eace ohherin0. They’ve 
accented me/ 6rood Thin0, Too, because wiThouT me on Their side, 

This could all t um u0ly real hasT- 

\ donT ThinT They TruST me enTirely yeT, buT \ ThinT They understand 
ThaT ih \’d wanted To hurT Them, \ would’ve done iT by now. 

They’re on The move, and \m 0oin0 wiTh Them. The 0irl’s Tribe have 
been ^>actin0 u^> and assemblin0 The t roo^>s hor a hew days now. They’re 

headed hor The ocean. They sa y There’s an old, rusTy hwei0hter waiTin0 
hor Them There, bi0 enou0h To Tate Them all har, har away To someplace 
saher. \’m 0oin0 To hollow The humans To ^>roTecT Them, 
















\ can’-t 'remember how long i-t’s been. \ didn’-t Beel libe doing an yfhing 
a?-ber Hr ha ?? ened. \ gof -through i-t, bu-t I’m s-till Bigh-ting something 
inside my own mind. 


Brutal? Or brave? Benevolence? Or betrayal? Broben? Or born again? 


The vampires were waiting Bor -them a-t -the docbs. Deadly and ^owerBul 
vampires came in Bull Borce, Bar more damaging -than \ ever could have 
imagined. Vt was bad. To mate a long story shor-t, \ won. 


One oB -them had a weird name: Hierophant-" He was strong, bu-t 1 was Bast 
\ dus-ted him. Bu-t as he wen-t down, he clawed me and whiskered, “There’s 
always a price." Hy Ba-ther’s words play in my head libe a broben record. 

Vts as iB he bnew -this would happen. “Ma-ture’s a balance. There’s always a 
•^>rice. For every give, -there’s a -tabe, and Bor every success, a sacriBice.” 


The humans were saved, bu-t 1 bnew in my hear-t -there was s-till 
some-thing evil out -there. \ could Beel i-t. A s-trong, darb presence 
\ could Beel coming closer. \ Binally saw him in -the mist- 

The wors-t and most powerBwl vampire. 

The one \ have been -training Bor, Bor wha-t seemed libe an e-temi-ty- 


Tbe. V VCvO 



Wha-t wen-t on be-tween us, \’d ra-ther no-t say. The darbes-t moments are 
over. The vampires are no longer a -threa-t- They’re gone. Fvery las-t one 
Their powers are s-till around, -though. \n me. 


Vt’s -terrible carr ying around -the darbness leB-t behind by -those crea-tures 
\ve never Bel-t so -traced wi-thin my own mind and body. All \ have leBt 
are Questions. And -the nigh-tmares. 


What it We bscomfi the very mon st 2 r \ once beared"? 

\m now ^>art human, ^>art demon, ^>art vampire. 

Mrs still -too intense tor me -to \-a\Y- about- \t definitely treated me out- 

Lite -the vam-^s, \ can levitate. \ can fly. /Vnd plenty of other weird -things 

\ dont want to t&lt about- If it wasn’t for the bad heelings, it mi0ht 
actually be fun. But it isn’t- 




\ mi0ht no-t be wri-ti n0 For a while. \Vn -ta^in0 Schwab! away For a li-t-tle 
well-earned res-t- VJri-te some lyrics, maybe ^>rac-tice my axe, and -try -to 
relax and For0et Hr all, at least For a li-f-fle while. 

S-ven thocx0h \ didnt asvc ^or -these stat'd powers, a-t leas-t Tlyin0 will come 
in handy. \ can carry Schwabl now, and we can cover more 0ro^nd in less 
-time. \ j>wst don’-t b-now how Flyin0 or any oF -the powers really wort ye-t- 
So, For be-t-ter or worse, a tri ? is one way -to Find out- \ need -to 0et 
out oF here. 


The ni0htmares are 0et- tio0 worse. 






Today \ was ? acWn0 a dubVel bag bbr bobh o^ us and realized \ should 
wri-t-e a son0 abou-ir how Treav^ed out \’ve been. 


0in0in0 hel^s me 0e-ir the darh- s-buTT out oT my sys-bSm. \ 0o-b -bhe lyrics. 



“ Seeoa "hved" 
(ASonabC^ VA. Aba deer) 


Vjaib-no/ Husbve been bhab bmafa 

e^ired lire eighb days ago 

Vbs maring my mind go crazy, y~> 


\ dream oh cherries, sweeb sbrawberries 
Blood, hire, rebchu^>, \ need red. 


T \ donr ger a basbe oh i-b, same licorice, 
\’m dead. 


I'm seeing red, bhab’s whab 1 said 
\’m seeing red. 

w 

\’rn bry'na live in a bree 
And s-^ib down crimson a^>^>le seeds 
Oh no, \’m sbucr, someone call a hire brucT 
\11 Suer bhab hire engine red u^> 


Scarleb loors so bosby 
Can’b share my ruby craving. 

Don’b wanb bo be +he worsb 
Bub 1 canb conbrol my bhirsb 


\’m seeing red, bhab’s whab 1 said 
\’m seeing red. 

\m Sorry, hriend, you cannob b^uSb 
This is bhe end, bor my bloodlusb- 


\b’s jfASb boo sbrong 
\b heels so wrong 
Bub bhen Hr heels so righb 
Maybe v^usb one bibe 


\’m seeing red 
Thabs whab 1 said 
\’m seeing red. 


VJho am \? What have \ done to my ^.oor, darling Schwab!???? 

Oh Schwab), \’m so sorry / \ never intended to hurt you. The thirst has made 
me do something unforgivable/ 


\t was so cold outside, so we toot shelter in a cave and cuddled up together, 

safe and warm. \ was so tired and happy \ couldn’t wait to fall asleep with 
you. \ should have never let my guard down/ \ thought my wild dreams had 
come to an end after being transformed. \ have been so consumed with my 
new powers that 1 had completely forgotten about my old self. The sleepwalwing, 
the soul sucWing. . . . How could \ thint those would ^ust disappear??? 

\ dreamt we were lost hi0h up in the tundra. Hundreds of miles of barren 

wilderness with no trees or shade and no food or water. $y the time \ realized 
we were in danger, \’d grown too weaw to f y. The sunlight was wiling us. \t felt 
so real, Schwab). l\)o reds, nothing \ could feed on. And when \ was about to 
die for sure. \ had to tawe the only red \ could find. 


Oh, Schwab), \’m so ashamed/ /fou trusted me, and in return \ sucted the 
color from your soft red fur/ TaWing revenge upon the vamps has hardened 
me, changed me into this . . . thing. When \ d'ca.iYie.d all the red from you, 
it turned you white, and weawened you even further. 


The strength f) owing into my body finally 
shooW me out of my dream. \ WoWe up 
tnoWing something was terribly wrong. 

\ loowed down at you, pale and limp in my 
arms, and realized \ had dranW all the 
color from my best and only friend 
in the world. \ almost threw up/ 

How can 1 trust myself with anyone ever 
again? You trusted me Jk \ hurt you. 

\m the worst creature who ever lived. 

\ am weeping you warm while you wheeze 
and groan, but you’re dying, Schwab)/ 

\ need to save you. \ need to find help/ 




Tvse. xMvz-cvcd^ 

\’d heard aboub -them hrom Simon when \ was a libblG 0irl. He’d -fell me 
sbories over -the carphire. So \ wasnb corplebely un^re^>ared when 
\ came pon some oh -them, albhou0h \ had -to ^>lay everybhi n0 by ear. 


\ needed -to revive Schwabl ahber 
nearly billin0 him. \ tnew bhab wizards 
deal-b in rebir-bhin0 shells and weird 
lihe-and-dea-bh sbuhh libe -fha-b. 

\ hollowed -bhe sounds and wizard smells 
and s-balbed -bhem hor miles. \ crep 


Instructions 

How To REVIVE A BEAST 
FROM THE MAW oF DEATH: 


ONE 

DlG A SHALLOW HOLE, 
FILL HOLE With rose peTals 


-bo -bheir carp in bhe woods. \ hid in 
bushes and eavesdroped on -bheir -balb 

over -t-he hiwe. The leader read hrom 
a mus-by boob called The Enchiridion," 
which sounded libe an old boob hor losers. 

When They hell asleep, \ Turned 
invisible, cre-^T inbo bheir carp, and pb 
roy hand over bhe moubh oh one oh 
bhe head wizards. \ hissed ab him and 
bold him \ needed a s^>ell bo revive 
bhe dead. He boob some convincin0, 
bub \d learned a hew bwicbs hrom 
bhe vampires. He was crabbier bhan 
he loobed, bhou0h. when he hinished 
wriS'ch) bhe s^ell, he burned as ih bo 
leave and Then shob a h\hESALL. 

hrom H\S B>lSTT V \ cou)dr)\- believe ib/ 

\ ducbed psb in Time, 0rabbed his loser 
boob, whacbed him on bhe head wibh ib, and 


Two 

place The bEasT’s Carcass 
in tHe hole 


Three 

PLACE RUBIES ON ITS EYES, 
A CHICKEN ON ITS STOMACH, 
AND 

FLAPJACKS ON ITS PAWS 
FOUR 

RECITE THE INCANTATION: 
BEASTIE, 6REASIE, 

doggie, wogGie, 
MApuLaMun! 

RISE! RISE! RISE! 

FIVE 

Repeat The beast’s name 
In rising intonations 

Six 

FROM A GOLDEN CHALICE 

pour water 
OVER THE beast 


and tHe Beast will RISE! 


hew away. Serves him ri 


0hb/ \ had bhe bnob and bhe s^ell \ needed. 


Schwabl was waibin0. 


-VQO' 1 


SCHVaJ A^U HvOS \ 'R.VSt- 



\ did it- \ saved him. \ resurrected Schwab! . 


\ still heel 0uilty about it, but his spirit is alive and well. \ can still pet 
him, and he wa^s his tail lire behore. He seems lire he’s halh real do0 
and halh <0host- 1 can still heel him snu00lin0 next to me at ni0ht, but 
once in a while he’s not c^uite. all there. /V little less solid than behore 


The ^ood news is that ahter a solid cuddle-sesh, he seems hine with 
be\n0 undead. Hes 0lad that \ won’t have to hace the world alone. 


he's here with m e now forever, and he loves 


me. 


i’ll always re<0re t what 

\ did. \ let my thirst 
0et out oh control. 

But at least 

hes white now. 
hJo more temptations. 




Schwabl and \ have bssn Flying around the whole world together. 

\f’s been ^wn, but aF- ter all owr adventure s, way exhausting. 

\ Ycee^> the Schwabsfer fucted in my coat when W6 Fly, on sometimes 

\ sling a belt around us .and he rides on my bacK-. And since he’s a li tfle, 
ghostly now, he’s soFter fo cuddle with at night . 

As we graveled, \ could see that -the earth is singly being buried in 
snow. As cis iF -irhe s-torm was Following me. For a while \ wondered iF 
maybe Simon was fryi ng -to Find me, or maybe -the crown was -telling 
him -to des-troy -the world with ice/ 

And thats when \ remembered two important things that made 
everything come Full circle, that gave me a ^>ur^>ose : 


1. When my Dad was faying fo wise me u^> fo the ways oF the world, 
he told me that the race oF vampires were ancient- He said they’d 
been on earth beFore humans, and that when the \ce Age began, 
they hibernated underground until it was over. He said the living 
dead can Fall into a dee^> sleeps Far hundreds oF years iF 
necessary. 

A. Simon had once fold me that aFte,r the war, we might be in For 
a magical cataclysm. He said if might fa'ae the Form oF a very long 
global winter that could last For several hundred years. 

Since there were no signs oF civilization and no signs oF Food, 

\’ve made the decision to hibernate. \F a bear can do it, then a 

ghost-fuf and a human-demon- vamfire girl can do if. 

\ Found a cave near a volcano. \f’s protected From the elements 
and a little warmer than outside, at least. \ set u ? a co 2y room 
with a ^»ile oF luminous rocFs For a nighflighf. We’ll be saFe here. 
We’ve got our blanFies, sleeping bags, all snuggly, cuddling with my 
doggie and Hambo. Somehow \ tnow that when \ waYce u^>, this 
wasteland will have evolved. 


When \ w O.Y-& u^>, \ 1001010+- meeT my Dad a0ain and finally learn The resT 
oT The s+nry. Why \ was alone, whaT ha-^ened t>< 2 ,+\M 2 ,en him and hW,m. 

Bu+- \ was luc¥-y \ mfit Simon. \ miss him so much. M.aybe \’ll see him a0ain 
someday, somehow. \ love him as much as \ love my Dad. KAaybe more. 

ftWter nun lon0 slee^>, when This ma0ical icy climaTe dissolves, \ ho^e 

Schwabl and Hambo and \ wa+-e u ? +-0 Wnd ourselves in a Mew World and 
a Mew ^>e0innin0. 


These are -the last- Thin0s \ went To see before we hibernaTe. 
The -^icTures. 

NAy pillows weT 

wiTh Tears. 

\ love you, Horn. 

\t’s ^erTecT 

+haT The lasT 

Thin0 I’ll see is 

you and me, 
so \ can d'c&a.rr^ 
abouT you. 

\’m usin0 The Enchiridion as my pillow. 

/Vnd \ Thou0hT oT one more ^>oem before we 0o +-0 slee^>. 

Then 111 say 0oodni0hr, Horn, and 0oodni0hT, world. 




“GrOOD M\G,KT, WORLD" 

Inside a frozen world Forsab^Ln 
Haunted by sDele-bal 0hos-bs who mowrri 

In a hundred years, a 0irl awakens 
\n-bo a mys-terious realm reborn. 


Slee^> heals 0hos-t-ie do0s and you, 

So le-f Hr all 0o and Floa-t w^sbrean. 
FireWies Will li0Wb the world anew 
So 

close 

your 

eyes, 

R\arceline, 

and 

dream 
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mARTiriAND 

OLIVIA OLSOn 

are an actual father and daughter 
who play an evil father and daughter on 
Cartoon Network’s .Adventure Time. 

Olivia is an actress, singer-songwriter, 
and recording artist who plays Marceline 
the Vampire Queen. As a songwriter, 
she wrote and sang songs for Disney’s 
Phineas and Ferb. Olivia also sang “All I 
Want for Christmas Is You” in the classic 
film hove Actually. She wrote most of 
Marcy’s Super Secret Scrapbook!!! 

Martin is a comedy writer, songwriter, 
and poet who plays Hunson Abadeer, 
Lord of Evil, on Adventure Time. As a 
television writer, he has received four 
Emmy nominations. Martin is known 
for writing Phineas and Ferb, the New 
York Times bestselling Adventure Time 
Encyclopaedia (Abrams, 2010), and his 
satirical book Encyclopaedia of Flell 
(Feral House, 2011). 

Martin and Olivia wish to thank their 
friend Pendleton Ward for inviting them 
into the beautiful world of Adventure Time. 
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and bizarre details.” -The Los Angeles Times 

“The . . . Adventure Time Encyclopaedia will tell viewers everything 
they need to know about the post-apocalyptic magical land 
and its inhabitants.” —ENTERTAINMENT WEEKLY 
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